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City or Mexico, Feb, 2, ‘91. 

After I left San Luis Potosi I learned a new 
wrinkle in Pullman traveling. The sleeping 
car rates are higher than in the north and the 
comforts not excessive, so pairs of the sharper 
tourists take one berth during the day, thus 
being able to have a seat each and then engage 
a second berth for the night only. This reduces 
the cost without reducing the comfort, so I 
tried it and dreamed of bull fights and the 
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the plain which skirts the ancient lake and 
city of Mexico. The gentleman with a big 
ring of jingling checks becomes solicitous con- 
cerning our baggage, offers to transfer it and 
us ‘“‘to any part of the city,” and we would 
have been unaware that we were not 
approaching the Union Station at home 
were it not for the efforts of the self- 
appointed guide who calls our attention to the 
fact thatj;we are passing under the old aque- 
ducc—“ Water runs in it, you know,”—which 
‘on a long line of arches ever diminishing to 


IN THE PASEO, CITY OF MEX:C®, 


landlord who had tried to charge us full price 
for every calendar day, any part of which we 
had been in his house. All night long the poor 
little roan pony, gored and bleeding after his 
encounter with the bull, cantered through my 
sleep and I had a wretched time of it. In the 
morning we were nearly ten thousand feet 
above the sea, the air was cold and clouds were 
flying about us with a familiarity which bred 
contempt and a very bad cold. This altitude 
and that of the cityof Mexico are good neither 
for those with pulmonary nor heart complaints, 
ard even my old chum Senor Sciatica was not 
ina good humor. But the scenery! I’m not 
trying to make you sorry you did not see it, 
but you have not completed your majority if 
either it or something as grand has not burst 
upon your view when waking from sleep and 
hating the world generally and your discom- 
forts especially! It is then one realizes what 
a small part of the universe one is, how unim- 
Portant are our eches and pains, how low the 
valleys seem to those who are high ‘enough up 
to look down and see, how noble are the 
mountains up which it is so hard to climb, how 
glorious the sunrise to those whose view is un- 
obstructed by vanities and the mean little 
things which crowd the vision of low eyes— 
eyes which are never raised in adoration to 
God or Nature. The valley of Los Dos Rios, 
or Two Rivers, is revealed to the traveler on 
the National Railway as he emerges from the 
cloudy peaks and it lies before him, a vista of 
rich farms in which, seed time and harvest, 
sunshine and shadow are mingled in a hundred 
shades of green. A thousand feet beneath us, 
ascore of miles away, are sweet pictures of 
contented poverty entwining itself about pros- 
perous ambition on a soil which needs but to 


the view, crosses the plain from Chapultepec 
tothe city. Chapultepec—orce the Palace of 
the Montezumas—now a fortress on a tower- 
ing cliff, is the military school of Mexico_and is 
a first impression; the crowd of hacks—no 
worse than our own brigade of Union Station 
plugs and prowlers—the ‘bus to all parts of 
the city” were the next. The fare is fifty cents, 
the road rough, the conductor a good talker 
and by the time we reached the hotel we had 
been loaded up with dust and Aztec history 
together with several valuable ‘“‘ hunks” of 
more recent records and advice as to how to 
see everything without wasting anything but 
muscle. We turned shortly after leaving the 
station into the Paseo—a wide and shady drive 
some two and a half miles long, the Rotten 
Row of Mexico, where the swells take their 
airing together with those who are not so bon 
ton either in the quantity or quality of their 
garments. As we rode along this great 
avenue, a number of statues, around which the 
drive circled, came into view and I give you a 
sample one, that of an influential Indian King 
whose bad luck began when Cortez arrived 
here some three hundred years ago. There is 
a picture of Montezuma and this same gentle- 
man, if I remember rightly, in the National 
gallery, illus‘rative of a rather unpleasant 
incident. The treasures of the native emperors 
were not being produced as promptly and ex! 
tensively as Mr. Cortez and his soldiers de- 
sired and both the leading potentates were 
tied to rock tables and fires put beneath their 
feet. This courtesy was not intended merely 
to keep them from catching cold, but to im- 
prove their circulation generally—of the coin 
and valuables of the realm. Montezuma—so a 
commercial traveler told me—after his feet be- 


be touched to yield with Oriental magnificence, | came uncomfortably warm was inclined to talk, 
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eemingly careless as to what division shall be 
made of its bounty between those who toil and 
hose who own, Picture after picture, framed 
iby mountains and gemmed by rivers and cas 
des, follow the watchful eye until weary of 
uty and grandeur one turns for relief to the 
ter of the car and sees something more self- 
portant than anything God has permitted to 
ome @ part of the scenery of Mexico. The 
neering wonders, the curved bridges which 
y the train over gorges, founded on 
ows and musical with falling waters, 
a while cease to bring crowds to the plat- 
and people to the windows—we are in 


i‘ 


but Cuitlahuac maintained his 
dignity and cash without a groan. 
Montezuma—I quote from the same 
authority—looked over at his chum 
as much as to ask ‘‘ What shall I 
dot” The chief remarked, and his 
saying is prevalent to this day in 
Mexico and elsewhere, “I’m on no 
bed of roses myself” or, “ keep still, 
you are having just as much of a 
picnicasI am.” My historian was 
not sure which would be the m»xt 
literal t anslaiion so I give them 
both. In history you will find this 
story given in greater detail and I 
advise you to hunt it up as it is good 
reading and may give you fa ts 
which in my haste I may overlook 
or fasten on to the wrong man 
I am not writing history but simply 
relating what people tell me. I have already 
discovered that those whom one meets down 
hare, in the endeavor to be entertaining, say 
a good many things which will stand revis'o9. 
* 
* * 

In the Paseo is an immense equestrian 
statue of Carlosthe Fourth. It is of bronze. 
The conductor says it is the largest in the 
world, that there is much gold and silver mixed 
in with it and that it was erected by a Mexi- 
can gentleman, who afterwards went crazy. 
So many people have lost their health down 
here trying to work the machine. Just 
when or how Charles the Fourth got 


mixed up in Mexican politics seems un- 
important, but I have worked hard trying 
to find out why the Mexican gentleman went 
into the statuary business, and if it had any- 
thing to do with his subsequent retirement 
from sanity. On this point, unfortunately, 
history is silent, even the conductor and the 
commercial traveler are uninformed. 


* * 

Columbus in the very act of discovering 
America on a big ball of some sort, also looms 
up majestically in the Paseo. His attitude, 
unfortunately, gives the whole thing away as 
it shows his ignorance of the game. If he 
stood that way holding a ball on our grounds 
even Senor Miguel McConnell would call him 
in and pay him off, Guatimotzin is further 
along, and Juarez and others are to be placed 
in the vacant circles or glorictas as soon as 
they are ready, After leaving the Paseo, the 
historical part fell off and we directed our 
efforts to obtaining somewhere to rest. At 
the Hotel Jardin—or Garden—Mrs. Don and I 
obtained apartments suitable to our rank at 
four dollars per day. This may look big, it 
struck us that way, but they were great; they 
would occupy nearly half a block and were 
filled with beds and bent wood furniture. The 
outer room was for receiving foreign legations 
and that sort of people, and we found it very 
handy as an audience chamber when our 
washerwoman called and asked for a settle- 
ment, It contained a de+k well stocked with 
paper and envelopes, ink and pens—everything 
indeed but postage stamps—they come high in 
this country, and the backwardness of civiliza- 
tion is suggested by the entire inability of one 
to borrow such things or have them charged 
in one’s bill. The inside room had an onyx 
table and ail sorts of fancy articles, including 
a great big tin pail, which was as pretty asa 
soap kettle—I presume it was the bath. One 
gets this odd kind of a mixture in Mexico, but 
I can assure you that [ never saw a pleasanter 
room. The Mexican bed lacks springs, but it 
has no foolishness about it, and when one 
sinks into its downy depths nothing harder or 
more uncertain than a plank keeps the occu- 
pant from going clear through. Yankee tour- 
ists kick about these beds but they are com- 
fortable after one sleeps on them a few nights 
and abandons the idea of the mushy softness 
which is so notoriously debilitating. In hot 
countries they never think such mellowness 
a comfort and this, if no other reason, pre- 
vents their adoption: Tourists who come 
down here to teach Mexicans how to live make 
anerror. In the first place they become offen- 
sive by demanding unusual things, by lectur- 
ing hotel proprietors on what is necessary, and 
in the general sense by knowing more than 
those who have had a chance to study the neces- 
sities and peculiarities of the country. How- 
ever, Mexican hotels shall some day have a 
sketch devoted to them entirely. At the res- 
taurant, which is in a pavilion in the garden, 
we get meals at $1.25 per day for each of us, so 
the cost of staying at the best place in the city 
is not excessive—less than $3.50 a day with 
rooms which in Toronto would alone cost that 
amount, and you must remember that Mexico 
Sity is nearly twice as large, and the property 
of Hotel Jardin is worth half a million dollars. 
By the way, this was once a convent, and the 
bar-room occupies the apartment once used as 
achapel. It is magnificently—though at pres- 
ent somewhat inappropriately—decorated, as 
the counter over which drinks are passed is on 
the spot formerly occupied by the altar. When 
Juarez confiscated the churches and church 
property, this building, with its walls from 
three to six feet thick, went with many others 
into new hands, 


* 


Immediately after getting here I went to the 
postoffice hoping to get some letters. This 
branch of the Mexican servics makes me tired. 
They do not have a Postmaster-General, but 
they need one. The Department of the Inte- 
rior, or Inferior, runs it, and it is calculated, 
more than anything else, to make the Yankee, 
or Canadian, or Englishman sorry he came. 
They have boxes, but no general delivery. A 
letter addressed to a stranger with no address 
except ‘* Mexico City,” is put somewhere—the 
good Lord only knows where. There is a list 
hung on the wall, supposed to contain the 
name of every person who has an undelivered 
letter addressed to him. In small places he 
must ask for it by the number attached, in 
larger places by the date and name. It is 
a farce. The clerks try to do their best, no 
doubt, but letters get buried and lists are taken 
down, and the people addressed go dead crazy 
or away before their eye ever catches the 
name on the wall. Some day Mexico will drop 
this scheme and her heavy postage rate ; they 
are both more fitted to Montezuma’s adminis- 
tration than to modern ideas, In my case, I 
have had no mail! for ‘nearly a month, an arm- 
ful of newspapers coming in to-night with but 
one letter—the second I have received since the 
first of the year. I have sent my letters by 
special messenger to the border, and yet I have 
had no knowledge of their having been re- 
ceived, except in one instance, when some of 
the spelling in the proof made me blush—doubt- 
less the fault of my villainous handwritixg. In 
my pleasant life in this pleasant land is a great 
gap, and that is the absence of news from 
home; it makes me appreciate the excellent 
service we have in Connie, 


* * 

I went to the National Library the other day. 
It occupies what was once one of the largest 
and handsomest churches in the city, and the 
edifice is finely arranged. There are 160,0°0 
volumes, in every language, though it was only 
established six or eight years ago. It must be 
admitted that the cataloguing is badly done, 
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but the Library itself is of unusual value as 


well as great size. Students of every sort 
throrg the reading-room, and volumes as old 
as some of these hills adorn the walls, 


* 
~ 


* 

The Q. C. and I went to the Museum and 
were again astonished at the efforts the gov- 
ernment have made to provide material and re- 
ferences for students. Not even the flitting 
tourists, than whom as a rule there is no more 
superficial and frivolous an observer, can pass 
through the ant!quities 
department without feel- 
ing that they are on 
ground hallowed by age, 
and a greater variety of 
gods than they know 
what todowith. Inone 
place is the Calendar 
Stone, variously esti- 
mated at from forty to 
sixty tons. It is said to 
mark the days, months 
and years as exactly our 
own chronologers have 
su ceded in fixing it, and 
has the provd :avantage 
of being first in the fielu. 

This may be true; I can't 
swear to it not having 
solved the scheme, but I 


must admi* that the great 
circular rock looks as if 


the hieroglyphics. may 
mean anything or ever;- 
thing. When it comes to a thing of this 
sort I modestly refuse o set myself up as 
an authority. This enormous rock was 
carried or mule back over the causeways | 
leading on to the island 01 wh‘ch Mexico 
City was once situatec—so they say—and how 
it was done is quite as c’ear to me ’as the writ- 
ing on the stone itself, It fell through one of 
the bridges and got wet, but the Aztecs or 
Toltecs or whoever was running the job, got it 
up with an engireering skill which beats our 
old man Spreatt by a large majority. The 
Sacrificial Stone is quite as large and has a 
place in its center for catching the blood of 
the human victims, which was once shed in 
thousands of gallons on its rough face. Down 
its side is a channel for it to pass and a stone 
tub stands near by into which it poured. all | 
this is cheerful scenery for a tourist like my- 
self who has more blood than he knows what 
to do with, but it worries those with a bad 
cough, and makes them look faint. The Q. C. 
raves over these relics and talks whole pages 
of books re their origin and history, but I 
sha’n’t quote—read the books yourselves. 

* 


+ 

Chac-Mol, the god of fire, is sitting in a very 
uncomfortable position ; it made my back acke 
to watch him, but he has borne it for centuries 
without saying a word. The water god looks 
Egyptian—everything does, even to the long 
nosed idols, whose special business isn’t set 
forth by the signs painted under them. I give 
some patent pictures of the two leading and 
rocky divines—i could get none of my own as 
they won’t let you take a camera inside the 
shop. It doesn’t matter, old age fails to show 
on the somewhat stony faces of those who 
were once worshipped, and a few years makes 
scarcely a change in their expression. 

* * 

The National Gallery is interesting and con- 
tains many excellent specimens of Mexican 
art. The older school runs much into religious 
subjects, but the historical work is as good, if 
not better, than ours, the wonderful changes 
the country and people have undergone of 
course furnishing unsurpassed material. The 
art classes are numerous and in this, as in 
every other direction, Mexico is striving hard 
to obtain a better place in the world, 


We went out to Chapultepec and visited the 
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fellows, who spoke English fairly well, offered 
to take us through their quarters. A portion 
of the building is occupied by President Diaz 
as his summer residence. Not having obtained 
a permit we did not have a chance to appraise 
his furniture or criticize his linen. The Mon 
tezuma part of the outfit is little more than a 
lumber room and is really but a fragment of 
an old palace built years ago upon the site of 
the ‘‘Halls of the Montezumas.” The view 
from the castle is magnificent, and from what 


CHAC-MOL, THE GOD OF FIRE, 


I could learn from the cadets the curriculum is 
everything that is to be desired. Seven years 
is the course of study, and of this three must 
be spent in an effort to learn English. On the 
two occasions when we dropped into Mexican 
colleges, politeness and a desire to give us 
every attention w.respontaneous. I wondered 
if uninvited strangers gawking about our own 
institutions would have received such a cor- 
dial welcome and so much well-mannered at- 
tention. An American gentleman who was 
with us volunteered the admission that in the 
United States we would have been unmerci- 
fully guyed. Gentlemen in every country 


| treat people well, but boys are not everywhere 


as thoroughly schooled in the art of being un- 
affectedly polite as they are in Mexico. After 
leaving the castle we drove through the cy- 
press groves which surround it. Though all of 
the trees have been planted in straight lines 
some of them are very large. Montezuma’s 
tree is nearly sixty feet in circumference at the 
base. A Zoological Garden has been started 
in this magnificent park, but as yet does not 
amount to very much, 
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The stores of Mexico City are some of them 
worth visiting, the assortment of very fine 
goods of beautiful colorings being almost a 
revelation to Northern eyes, The theaters are 
good, Orrin’s circus extra fine, and all the places 
of orthodox amusement up to the average. 
The churches are, of course, magnificent, par- 
ticularly the cathedral, the immense size and 
gorgeous decoration of which excite the 
wonder of beholders. In it andits neighbor- 
hood remains of pagan temples have been 
worked up, with the ugly faces of strange 
gods yet distinct after vigorous efforts at 
defacement. The cathedral inside is more like 
a collection of churches than a single edifice, 
but the main altar is emolazoned with gold 
and carving until the eye is made to ache in 
looking at it. The center dome is g-and, but 
gaudy, and nowhere, not even in the paint- 
ings, does fine art seem to havea piace. Two 
grand organs fill the building with sweet 
sounds, and when service is in progress the 
kneeling multitude prove that the church in 
Mexico has not yet lost all her devout wor 
shippers. 


+ 


The streets, solidly though somewhat 


ON LAKE CUITSEO. 


alleged old palace of the Montezumas, The 
fortress is famous as the place where a couple 
of hundred cadets were slaughtered by the 
invading forces of the United States. The 
Americans claim not to have been aware that 
they were killing boys, but it remains one of 
the most disgraceful episodes in their history. 
The fortress stands on a high cliff slightly sug- 
gestive of Gibraltar, and is approached by a 
winding road easy of defence, though, of 
course, modern artillery could shell the place 
off the face of the earth. Two hundred and 
fitty cadets were on parade and as soon as they 
were dismissed a couple of gentlemanly young 


roughly paved, are in a better shape than 
those of Toronto. Asphalt and wooden blocks 
are being put down in some places but stone is 
the chief material used. Seven to eight dollars 
a yard is paid for asphalting in this country 
and the work can be more cheaply done than 
with us. There are fortunes being made by 
those who are introducing such modern ideas, 
and being made very fast too, The drainage is 
not good, for Mexico city was founded on a 
little island in a shallow lake. The original 
inhabitants of this country were much given 
to wandering from place to place, but when 
the king and his priests pulled up stakes for 
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the last trip they determined to settle down 
for good. A series of pictures in the National 
Gallery portray their wanderings, and depict 
them as half naked and generally hard ap and 
hungry. They had gone so far and watched so 
anxiously for some sign from the gods as to 
where to survey a new town site, that the 
people began to kick and intimate that the 
king and his priests didn’t know their business. 
Of couise a sign came just about then, a sign 
always does when it has to; anything will do 
when times are hard. An eagle was seen soar- 
ing aloft with a snake in its mouth! The 
agents of the rocky gods raised their hands 
and declared that a miracle might be expected 
any minute! Where the “ aigle” would alight 
was to be the home of the wanderers for ever! 
Mr. *‘ Aigle” lit on a little speck of land away 
out in the wet and began his snake lunch, and 
there the Aztecs began to build a town, cause- 
ways leading to it, over which they lugged 
cock and dirt to build temples and palaces of a 
grand sort. It was the old story of fanatics 
toiling to build for the priests and shedding 
human blood by the barrel to make their 
religion stick. There Cortez found and robbed 
them in the name of another church, there 
that other church kept up the business at the 
old stand till Hidalgo, Juarez and other 
patriots took a hand, and there the toiling 
poor are being worked to death under another 
name to-day not much better off than when 
the eagle made the mistake of his life by set- 
tlingin a pond. Contracts have been let to 
drain what is left of the old lake, and the cost 
will be between six and ten million dollars. 
Mountains must be tunnelled and plains 
ditched, all because a couple of Aztec priests 
tried to get themselves out of a hard hole by 
letting the eagle decide it! On the Mexican 
dollar to-day you can see the eagle and the 
snake ; it is the national emblem, and a queer 
one it is, for, as an Irishman remarked to me 
the other day, ‘‘Naythur av the birds is 
imminently respectable.” 


Strangely enough, the visiting physician of 
the baths at San Luis Potosi, of which I wrote 
a couple of weeks ago, is Dr. Alex. McMaster, 
formerly of Toronto. He is a nephew of the late 
Hon. Wm. McMaster, and, like his relatives, is 
Irish by birth and Canadian by adoption. I 
enclose in this letter a photograph I took of 
him, and the strong resemblance to the other 
McMasters will be noticed if the engraving 
does him justice. Dr. McMaster is the leading 
physician of Northern Mexico, and his fame as 
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a surgeon has given him one of the largest 
and most lucrative practices in the republic. 
Furthermore, both he and his charming 
daughters are exceedingly popular with both 
the Mexican and English speaking people, and 
one hears everywhere of the work of his gener- 
ous and skilful hand. He has been in Mont- 
erey, where he settled because of the delicate 
health of his late wife, less than eight years, 
and he says there is no other such climate in 
America, and in no other place could he have 
so prolonged her life, she having only yielded 
to her ailments a few months ago. Don. 
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Around Town. 


As I write these notes, the business of choos- 
ing candidates to contest the various constitu 
encies throughout the Dominion is in full blast. 
Moth parties have entered into the work with 
che eagerness and spirit of athletes who had 
been ready and waiting for the word. Not- 
withstanding the readiness with which the 
Liberals have sprung to arms, and the san- 
guine ring of their present tones, there can be 
little doubt that the 5th of March will not be 
their day of triumph. This time again they go 
to the country with a shadow of a policy. 
When the electors, desiring something solid 
to lean on, ask to have the details of 
their Unrestricted Reciprocity scheme laid 
before them, it has to be _ confessed 
that there are no details as yet, and moreover 
that there can be none until they are placed in 
a position toconfer authoritatively with the 
United States on this question. That is to say 
they ask to be returned to power on the 
strength of a policy that, in case of their being 
returned, they will endeavor to carry into 
effect. This is the thin gruel they offer the 
people who ask them for bread. There is 
moreover the growing and well-founded dis- 
trust that the policy of Unrestrieted Recipro- 
city, if adopted between the United States and 
Canada, would almost inevitably result in 
political union. If this suspicion becomes to 
any extent prevalent throughout the Do- 
minion the Liberal Party will go to 
the wall at this election with more 
violence than ever before. There are many 
reasons for believing that it will become prev- 
alent. The voices of the great American papers 
utter no uncertain sound on this subject. They 
are almost unanimous in the opinion that un 
restricted commercial union would be but 
briefly the forerunner of political union. 
Despite all that has been urged to the con- 
trary, it cannot be denied that there is a grow- 
ing feeling in the United States in favor of an 
alliance with Canada. Witness with what 





avidity American journals seek and dissemin- 
ate opinions favorable to annexation, whereas 
on the other hand they, with few exceptions, 
are silent regarding the opposite side 
of the question. With every step of 
commercial advancement made by Canada 
will increase the desire of our fortune-hunting 
neighbor to take us more closely to himself. 
The idea of political union with the States, or 
anything likely to lead to that end, is undoubt- 
edly repugnant to the great mass of Canadian 
people. This is not on account of any feelings 
of hostility generated by a mistaken loyalty or 
the memory of past feuds. Canadians are 
blind neither to the greatness nor the goodness 
of the nation to the South, On the other hand, 
however, they are not in darkness with regard 
to the weak pointsin their government and 
scheme of society. Canadians have no 
desire to indulge in the quadrennial spree 
of the presidential election, to participate 
in the settlement of the Negro question and 
many other difficulties which confront, or will 
confront, the United States. For these rea- 
sons the people of Canada will be likely to give 
short shrift to the Liberal party’s uncertain 


policy. 
* a 
* 

It is argued that the policy of the Conserva- 
tives regarding reciprocity is equally, if not 
more, uncertain. That certainly seems to be 
the case, but while Reciprocity is the whole 
Liberal platform, it forms but a single plank in 
the platform of the Conservatives. The Con- 
servatives stand pledged to the old policy, 
with a possibility of strengthening it by 


a measure of limited reciprocity. Here, at 
tangible for 

they have 
experienced and can understand. Evenif the 
Old Policy has some defects, and if there is 
little prospect of the United States agreeing to 
accept Limited Reciprocity, there is always the 


all events, is something 
the electors, something that 


tendency to 
‘ é ** bear those ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of.” 


But those ills we have under the present policy 
It is very doubt- 
ful if, on the whole, Canada ever passed 
through such years of serene prosperity as she 
If the Con- 
servative government is returned to power and 
Blaine refuses—as it is asserted he will—to 
enter into a treaty of Limited Reciprocity, 
steps 
will be taken to estabiish more favorable 
The effects 
of the McKunley. bill cannot but assist in 
this direction. Sir George Baden Powell writes 
in a recent numbet of the Fortnightly Review: 
* All importers, whether of food or raw 
| materials, would very willingly see the United 
| Kingdom take most of its North American 
product—wheat, meat, cattle, farm produce, 
timber, minerals, etc.—from Canada direct. 
This would represent an import trade alone of 
an annual value of fifty millions or more. 
British goods would be bound to go back in 
In every respect the Old Country 
will heartily welcome all that assists the 
Canada can trust not only 
for defensive purposes to the cordial support 
of the United Kingdom, but also in every other 
This is likely to be a fair present- 
ment of the actual state of affairs in Eogland. 
Should, therefore, the United States endeavor 
to coerce Canada into a closer union than is 
desired by us, it is not improbable that Great 
Britain would see fit to discriminate in her 
markets against goods from the United States, 


arc by no means distressing. 


has under the National Policy. 


the result will probably be that 


trade relations with Great Britain. 


repayment, 


growth of Canada, 


purpose.” 









































On Thursday afternoon of last week, Sir 
David and Lady Macpherson entertained a 
number of friends at luncheon. Ameng those 
present were: Lord and Lady Stanley, Miss 
Clifton, Hor. Mr. Walsh, General Herbert, Mr. 
Streatfeild, Sir Alexander and Miss Campbell’, 
Sir Francis Johnson, Col. and Mrs. Sweny, Mr. 
and Mrs, Cockburn, Col, and Mrs. O :ter, Mr. 
and Mrs, Allan, Mr. Macpherson, Mrs, Beckitt, 


and Mrs, Kirkpatrick. 


Mrs. Blackstock entertained the following 
guests at dinner on Thursday evening: Mr. 
and Mre, Langmuir, Mr. and Mrs. Cosby, Mr. 
Miss 
Stuart of Port Hope and Mr. Abbott of Van- 


and Mrs. W. Baines, Mrs. Heron, 


couver. 
* 


The conversazione at Trinity College on 
Thursday of last week was thoroughly enjoy- 
The decorative supplies were skilfully 
bandied, and those who took a foremost part in 
the embellishment of the somewhat dingy 
corridors were well repaid by the comments 
which their handiwork called forth. A pro- 
gramme of excellent arrangement was enjoyed 
by the assembled guests, and at its close the 
dancing which had been in progress in two of 
the lecture rooms was extended to Convocation 


able, 


Hall. 


o 


The invited guests were: His Excellency the 
Governor-General and Lady Stanley of Preston, 
ampbell, Sir 
John and a Macdonald, Sir Richard and Lady 

hancellor and Mrs. Allan, Major- 

General Herbert, Chief Justice and Miss Hag- 
arty, Sir Adam and Lady Wilson, Bishop of 
Sullivan, Mr. and rs. 
Armstrong, Mrs. 
Arkle, Mr. and Mrs. Arnoldi, Col. and Mrs. 
Alger. Mr. and Mrs, E. D. Armour, Mr. and 
Mrs. Douglas Armour, Mr. Victor Armstrong, 
Mrs. Anderson, Prof. and Mrs, Ashley, 

Mr. Mercer Adam, Mr. and Miss Adam, Mr. C. 
Ambery, Mr. and Mrs. J. B. and Miss Arm- 
strong, Mr., Mrs. and the Misses Bethune, 
Mr. H. T. Bethune, Mr, and Mrs. Brown, Mr. 
Beaumont, Mrs, and Miss Bickford, Mr. H. St. 
A. Baldwin, Mr. and Mrs. G. Bethune, Rev. G. 
and Mrs. Baldwin, Rev. A. J. and Mr, Brough- 
all, Justice and Mrs. Burton, Mrs, George Bur- 
essrs, 
C. and H. Boulton, Mr. and Mrs. Barwick, Mr. 
and Mrs. W. Baines, Mr. and Mrs. Melfort 
Boulton, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Baldwin, Mr. and 
Mrs. J. Buchanan, Mrs. D'Arcy and the Misses 
Mrs. and the 
Misses Brough, Mr. and Mrs, Brouse, Mr. and 
Mrs. L. Baldwin, Dr. and Mrs. Baines, Mr. and 
Mrs. G, T. Blackstock, Mr. and Mrs, W. H. 
Beatty, Mr. C. and the Misses Beatty, Miss 
Beaumont, Messrs. anof:he Mi:ses Beardmore, 
Mr. and Mrs. Blake, Mr. C. Bogert, Mr. and 
Mrs. E. Bristol, Mr.. Mrs. and Miss Bunting, 
Mr. W. H. Bunting, Mrs. W. A. and the Misses 
Baldwin, Ven. Archdeacon and Mrs. Boddy, 
Rev. J. and Mrs. Ballard, Rev. R. A. and Mrs. 
Bilkey, Dr., Mrs. and Miss Burnham, Chancel- 
lor and the Messrs. Bord, Mr. and Mrs. C, 
Biggar, Mrs. Robert, 
Miss and Messrs. Baldwin, Mrs. H. and Mr. R. 
Boulton, Rev. J. D., Mrs. and the Misses Cay- 
ley, Mr. and Mrs. Cartwright, Mr. and Mrs, 
Allan Cassels, Mr. and Mrs. Walter Cassels, 
Mr. and Mrs. Barlow Cumberland, Mrs, and 
the Misses Cumberland, Mrs. Clarkson, Mr. 
and Mrs. Wil- 
loughby Cummings, Mr. and Mrs. C. J. Camp- 
E Miss and Mr, E. Campbell, Miss S. Cross, 
Mrs. Alexander 
Cameron, Mr, and Mrs. H. Cameron, Mr., Mrs. 
and Miss Caswell, Mr. and Mrs. Cunningham, 
Mr., Mrs. and the Misses Cawthra, Mr. and 
Mrs, Cosby, Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton Campbell, 
Messrs. and the Misses Campbell, Mr. and Mrs. 
John Carter, Mr. and Mrs, F. Cayley, Dr. 
Cowan, Mr, R. Cowan, Rev. and Mrs, Hoyles 
Clark, Mr. W. F. Creelman, Mr. and Mrs. 
Catto, Mr. and 
G. Curry, 
Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Cawthra, Mr., Mrs., Miss 
and Messrs. Chadwick, Mrs. Campbell, Dr. Cov- 
ernton, Dr, J. S. and Mrs. Covernton, Mrs. and 
the Misses Cox, Mr. and Mrs. H. W. Church, 


Sir Alexander and Miss Marjorie 
Cartwright, 
Algoma and Mrs. 


Atkinson, Mr. and Mrs. 


Mr. and 


ton, Mrs. J. and the Misses Boulton, 


Boulton, Mrs. Bankes, Mr., 


Baines, Mr. and Mrs. 


and Mrs. C. Cockburn, Mr. 


bel 


Mr. and Mrs. Crawford, 


Catto, Miss and Mr. C, 
Mrs. James Crowther, Mr. S. 









































































B. Murray, Mr. and Mrs. Dalton McCarthy, 
Miss McCarthy, Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton Mer: 
ritt, Mr. and Mrs, H. K. Merritt, Mr. and Mrs. 
J. Murray, Mr, and Mrs. Huson Murray and 
the Misses Murray, Rev. T. S. and Mrs. 
Macklem, Hon. O. and Mrs. Mowat and the 
Misses Mowat, Sir David and Lady Macpher- 
son, Capt. and Mrs. Macdougall, Mr, and Mrs, 


Allan Macdougall, Mr. and Mrs. Moss and the 
Misses Mo r. McLean and the Misses Mc: 
Lean, the sses Mason of Barrie, Mr. and 


Mrs. Moffatt and the Misses Moffatt, Mr. 
Maitland, Dr. McDonagh, Mis. Morris and the 
Misses Morris, Mr, and Mre. McCullough, Hon. 


.Mr, Justice and Mrs. Morgan and the Misses 


Morgan, Mrs. McGrath rs. and Miss Mac- 
kenzie, Mr. and Mrs. George Mackenzie, Mr. 
and Mrs, Gordon Mackenzie, Dr. and Mrs. Mc- 
Micking and the Misses McMicking, Mr. and 
Mrs. E. A. Meredith and the Misses Meredith, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. R. Meredith and the Misses 
Meredith, Mr. F. H. Mason, Mrs. McKean, Dr. 
and Mrs, and the Misses Morson, Dr. and Mre. 
Moorhouse, Mr. A. and Mrs. McClean, Mr. 
V. Morgan, Mr. and Mrs. Martin, Mr., Mrs. 
and the Misses Morris, Mr. T. Moberi Ae 
and Mrs. Mockridge, Col., Mrs. and the Misses 
Milligan, Rev. J. and Mrs. Moore, the 
Misses Marling, Mr.. Mrs. and the Misses Mc- 
Murray, Mr. and°Mrs, McMurrich, Mr. and 
Mrs. Wallace Nesbitt, Dr. and Mrs. Nattrass, 
Col. and Mrs. Newbigging and Miss Newbig- 
ging, Mr. and Mrs, Albert Nordheimer, Mr. 
and Mrs. Samuel Nordheimer, Lord Bishop of 
Niagara, Mrs. and the Misses Hamilton, Mrs. 
Neville and young ladies of Rolleston House, 
Mr. and Mrs. L. R. O’Brien, Mr. and Mrs. J. 
B, O'Brien, Dr. and Mrs. O'Connor, Mr. and 
Mrs. H. O’Brien, Miss O'Brien, Rev. C. 
E. Oliver, Mr. and Mrs., and the Misses Orde, 
Chief Justice and Mrs. Osler, the Misses Osier, 
Mr. and Mrs, E, B. and Miss Osler, Mr. and 
Mrs. B. B, Osler, Col., Mrs, and Miss Octer, 
Mr. and Mrs. C, Patterson, Prof. Pike, Mr. and 
Mrs. B. and Miss Parsons, Hon. J., Mrs, and 
Miss Patton, Mr, and Mrs. H. Patterson, Rev. 
J., Mrs. and Miss Pearson, Mr. and Mrs. Per- 
rain, Rev. Allan Pitman, Rev. T. and Miss 
Patterson, Mr, and Mrs, T. Pepler, Dr. Pepler, 
Mr. G, Powell, Mr. and Mrs. Perkins, Justice 
and Mrs, Patterson, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Pellatt, 
Mr. and Mrs. Paillips, Mr. C., Mrs. and the 
Misses Parsons, Mr. and Mrs, Christopher 
Robinson, Hon. J. B. and Mr. Robinson, Mrs., 
Mr, and the Misses Rutherford, Mr. and Mrs. 
S. Robertson, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Ridout, Mr. 
and Mrs. P. Rutherford, Mr. and Mrs. T. E. 
Rolph, Rev. J. C. and Miss Roper, Mr. Walter 
Reed and the Misses Reed, Dr. H. Robertson, 
Hon, A. M., Mrs. and the Misses Ross, 
Hon. G. W., Mrs. and the Misses b 
Mr. G. Ritchie, Mrs. P. E. Ritchie, Mr. 
and Mrs, D. Saunders, Mr. and Mrs. Hugh 
and the Misses Scott, Mrs. Shutt, Mr. B. 
Simpson, Mr. and Mr. J. F. Smith, Rev. L. J. 
Smith, Mr. C. P. Sparling, Mrs Staunton, M-, 
and Messrs. Stratby, Dr. and Mrs, Stuart, Mr. 
and Mrs. Symons, the Misses and Messrs, 
Svmons, Mr. and Mrs, Totten, Dr., Mrs. and 
Miss Temple, Mrs. C. and Miss Temple, Rev. S. 
F. and Mrs. Taylor, Mr. and Mrs. George Tor- 
rance, Mr. and Mrs, Thomas Tait, Dr. and Mrs. 
Luke Teskey, Mr. and the Misses Kivas Tully, 
Rev. Canon, Mr. and Miss Tremayne, Rev, rh 
O. Tremayne, Rev. C., Mrs., Miss and Mr. W. 
Thompson, Mr. and Mrs, Harcourt Vernon, 
Mre. and the Misses Vankoughnet, Mr. and Mrs, 
W. W. Vickers, Miss Veals and young ladies, 
Mr. and Mrs, A. H. S, Venkousinet, Mr. E, 
R. Vankoughnet, Mr. and Mrs. S. G. Wood, 
Rev. A., Mrs., Miss and Mr. Williams, Mr. 
and Mrs, Wadsworth, Miss Walker, Miss May 
Walker, Mr. and Mrs. Whitney, Mr. and Mrs. 
Walker, Miss Byron, Mr. J. A. Worrell, Mr. D. 
R. and Miss Wilkie, Mr., Mrs. and the Misses 
Wragge, Mr., Mrs, and Miss Wedd, Mr. and 
Mrs, Wyld, Mr, and Mrs, J. W. G. Whitney, 
Mr, and Mrs. C.J. Whitney. Rev. H. J. and 
Mrs, Winterbourne, Mr. and Mrs. J. Yonge, 
Mr., Mrs. aad the Misses Yarker. 
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On Tuesday evening Mrs. James Crowther 
entertained friends at a progressive euchre 
party. Those present were; Mr. and Mrs, 
Bristol, Mr. and Mrs. Jones, Mr. and Mrs: H. 
Duggan, Mr. and Mrs. D. Armour, Miss Sey- 
mour, Mr. Beardmors, Miss Montgoinery, Mr. 
A. Jones, Miss Dawson, Mr. Steinson, Mrs. H. 
Merritt, Miss Castle, Mr. D. MacM:2hon, Mr. 
Spratt, Mr. J. D. Hay, Mr. and Mrs. Arm- 


















































































Mrs. and Miss Campbell, Mr. and Mrs, R. 
Cochrane, Dr. and Mrs. Cameron, Mr. and 
Mrs. R. Gregory Cox of St. Catharines, Mr. W. 
C. Chisholm, the Misses Dupont, Rev. Canon 
and Mrs. DuMoulin, Miss and the Messrs, Du- 
Moulin, Dr., Mis. and the Messrs. Davies, Col. 
and Mrs, G. T. Denison, Co). and Mrs. Fred. 
Denison, Mrs , Miss and Mr: F. Darling, Lieut.- 
Colonel, Mrs. and Miss Dawson, Mr., the 
Misses, and Mr. F. Homer Dixon, Mr. Casimer 
Dickson, Rev. Mr. Dickenson, Mr. and Mrs, 
F. M. de la Fosse, Mr. N. Farrer David. 
son, Mr. E. A. DuVernet, Mr. and Mrs. Dy- 
mond, Principal and Mrs. Dickson, Prof. Dale, 
Mr. and Mrs. Donaldsen, Mrs. aad the Misses 
Dalton, Mr. and Mrs. and the Misses Drayton, 
Mr. Duggan, Mr. and Mrs. E. Edwards, Mr. 
and Mrs. Ellis, Dr. and Mrs, Ellis, Mr. and 
Mrs. Fairclough, Mr., Mra. and the Misses 
Featherstonhaugh, Mr. and Mrs. H. Ferguson, 
Judge, Mre. and the Misses Ferguson, M1. and 
Mrs, Ferguson, Mr. and Mrs. H. Ferguson, 
Mrs. Fitzgibbon, Mr. and Mrs, Fisher, Mr. and 
Mrs. Fleming, Miss Ford, Hon. C. and Mrs. 
Fraser, Mr. B. and Miss Freer, Mr. and Mrs. 
Fuller, Mr., Mrs. and the Misses Fuller, Col. 
Sir Casimir and Lady Gzowski, Dr. and Mrs. 
Grasett, Col. and Mrs, Grasett, Mr. and Mrs. 
Arthur Grasett, Capt. and Mrs. Grant, Mr. and 
Mrs, Gwyn, Mr., the Misses and Mr. H. Green, 
Mr. and Mrs. Grier, Mrs. Reynard Gamble, M-, 
Harry Gamble, Mr. and Mrs. Cecil Gibson, 
Dr. and Miss Gsikie, Miss Grier and young 
ladies of the Bishop Strachan School, Mr, 
and Mrs. L. Gordon, Sir Thomas and Lady Galt 
and Miss Galt, Mr. and Mrs. A. C. Galt, Mr, 
and Mrs, Seton Gordon, Mrs. and the Misses 
Gibson, Mr. and Mrs. Elmes Henderson, M~-, 
and Mrs, James Henderson, Mr. and Mrs. Ma- 


favoring thereby her own colonies. The prob- 
able result of Sir John’s return to power will 
ultimately be closer trade relations with our 
Mother Country. 


strong, Mr. and Mrs, Green, Mr. Matthews, 
Mr. and Mrs. O'Brien, Mr. and Mrs. Vankough- 


net. 
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Mr. Francis Powers and Mrs. Gerritt Smith, 
who sang at the musical last night, are the 
guests of Mrs. Blackstock, who gave a luncheon 
in their honor during the afternoon. Of these 
later events detailed accounts will be given 
next week. 





+ * 

One of the most amusing bits of campaign 
literature which has yet been made public is 
Mr. E. A. Macdonald’s manifesto. If anything 
were needed to prove that Mr. Macdonald is a 
‘* kicker” this address supplied the deficiency. 
He whines about having the aged ex-premier 
for an opponent as if he had to meet him with 
bare fists in a pugilistic encounter instead of 
combating his political actions with argument. 
If Mr. Macdonald has nothing else to bring 
against Mr. Mackenzie's occupancy of the seat 
than such things as will reflect unkindly on 
Mr. Mackenzie's age and infirmities, why does 
he contest the riding? Does the issue 
of such a manifesto as Mr. E. A. 
Macdonald's reflect sadly on the con- 
duct of election contests in this country, or 
does it indicate clearly the’character of the 
man who issued such an address? 


J 

Sir David and Lady Macpherson entertained 
guests at dinner on Tuesday night. There 
were present: Judge and Mrs. Morgan, Sir 
Francis Johnson, Judge and Mrs, Burton, Mr. 
and Mrs. Monk, Dr. and Mrs, O'Reilly, Mr. 
Jennings, Mr, Allan, Mr. Faber, Mr. and Mrs 
Campbell, Miss Campbell, Dr. and Mrs, Larratt- 
Smith, the Misses Smith, Mrs, Kirkpatrick, 
Mr. Patterson, Mr. and Mrs. Meredith and 
Miss Meredith. 


Mrs. Heron of Ottawa is the guest of Mrs, 
Gordon Brown on St. George street, 


Mrs. Armstrong of the Priory gave after- 
noon tea to a little company of friends on 
Tuesday. 


7. 
- * 

The demonstration of the unemployed work- 
men on Wednesday has been variously con- 
strued. The Empire denounces it as an elec- 
tioneering dodge on the part of the Grits. It 
is said that there has been but one similar 


Mr, Macpherson left on Friday for the North- 
West after a few weeks’ visit to his parents at 
Chesnut Park. 





















demonstration previously made in Canada. 
That was in Ottawa during the Mackenzie 
regime. It was then characterized as a Tory 
fraud. There was probably little reason in 
either case for supposing such a thing to arise 
from party contentions. It is a well known 
fact that the latter part of the winter is always 
the most difficult part of the year for unskilled 
labor to tide over. Every year, in every city 
and in the best of times, complaints otf 
hard times are heard during’ the 
months of February and March, Only 
the other day the council of Montreal 
considered the granting of an appropriation to 
provide work for the unemployed of that city. 
Doubtless similar stories could be obtained 
from any city or town. It is silly to infer that 
such indigency as this is the result of the 
general fiscal policy of the country. It would 
be the same with any policy in force. It is one 
of the things that kings and laws cannot 
cause and cure. VAN, 
Social and Personal. 

The beginning of Lent has put a most effec- 
tive quietus on the gaieties which were whirl- 
ing the social dame and the busy bud to dis- 
traction last week. We hear of dinners end 
musicales in the distance, and there will be no 
end to afternoon teas and ladies’ luncheons, 
but there are few dances and no balls, so 
the wearled maidens will have time to rest and 
will re-enter the social arena with renewed 








vigor, and dance with doubled enthusiasm 
through the enjoyable last half of the season. 






and Mrs. J. W. 
and the Misses Mon 





lean Howard, Mr. Allan Maclean Howard, tte 
Mis:es Howard, Rev. Mr. Scott Howard, Mrs, 
Stephen Heward, Mr. aud Mrs. Edin Heward, 
Mr. Stephen Heward, Sir William Howland, 
owland, Mr. W. H. Howland, Mr. and 
Mrs. F. H. Harman, Mr, and Mrs. S. Bruce 


Mr. O. 
Harman, Prof. and Mrs. Hutton, Rev. R., Mre, 


and Miss C, Harrison, Mr. and Mrs. G. Holme- 
stead, Mr. and Mrs. W. Holland, Mr. and Mrs, 
Hebden, Mrs. Henderson, Mr. and Mrs. Hen- 


derson, Mr. J. Hodgins, Miss Hodgins, Mr. P. 
Hodgins. 


Miss Hooper, Mr. and Miss Houston, Mr. C, 
Han ilton, Mr, J., Mrs. and M'ss Hague, Rev. 
A. Hart, the Misses Hugel, Mr. and Mrs, F. W. 
spreone Mr. and Mrs. Ince, the Messrs. Ince, 
ir, an 
and the Misses Ince, Rev. C. and Mrs. Ingles, 
Mr. and Mrs, Clarkson Jones and Miss Jones, 


Mr. and Mrs. Sidney Ford Jones and Miss 


Jo.1es, Mr. Beverley Jones, Mrs. Edward Jones, 
Miss Winn, Dr. and Mrs, Johnston, Mr. Ford 


Jones, Mr, A. C. Bedford Jones, Rev. Septimus 


and Mrs, Jones, Miss Jones, Mr. Jackson, Mr. 
Frank Jones, Mre, Caroline Jarvis, Mr. and 
Mrs, S, Jarvis, Mr. K., Mre, and the Misses 
Kirkpatrick, Mr. and Mrs. J. K. Kerr, Mrs, 
Keefer, Mr. J. T. Kirkland, Mr. Kakuzan, Mr. 
aid Mrs. Keefer, Mr. and Mrs, A. Kirkpatrick, 
Mr., Mrs, and the Misses Kemp, Prof., Mrs. 
and the Misses Kirkland, rs. Kenrick, 
Messrs. W. and H. H. Langton, Mr., Mrs. and 
Miss Langmuir, Mr. and Mrs, A, Langmuir, 
Commander and Mrs. Law, Dr. and Mrs, Lang- 
try, the Misses Langtry, Mr. and Mrs, Fraser 
Lefro » Major and Mrs. Leigh, Rev. J. P. 
Lewis, Rev. J. G. and Mrs, wis, Mr. and 
Mrs. Lightburn, the Misses Lightburn, Mr, 
and Mrs, Lindsey, Mrs. and Miss Lioyd, Mr. 
and Mrs. Lockhart, Miss Lockhart, Dr, and 
Mrs. Lowe, Dr. and Mrs. Machell. Dr. and Mrs. 
Macdonald, Mr. and Mrs, J. A. Macdonald, Mr. 

A. McMichael, Mr., Mrs. 
Rev.T. and Mrs, Middle- 


ton and the Misses Middleton, Mr. and Mrs, E. 


Mr. and Mrs. J. Hoskin, Mr, and Miss 
Hoskin, Dr. and Mrs, Hodgins, Capt., Mes. and 


d Mrs, W. Ince, Mr. and Mrs. T. H. Ince 


* 
Mrs, Kirkpatrick of Kingston is a guest at 
Chesnut Park. 


a 
Sir Francis Johnson of Montreal is a guest at 
Chesnut Park. 


e 

The Canoe Club Ball on Monday evening was 
attended with a splendid measure of success, 
for the arrangements were spoken of as being 
perfect, embracing all the details of pleasure, 
comfort and convenience, The decorations of 
the room were characteristic, for a canoe in 
full sail was one of the most prominent fea- 
tures. Among the many guests present were 
tne following: Mr. Hugh and Miss Neilson, 
Mr. H. R, Tilley, Miss Kranz of Berlin, Mr. 
Fred, Mrs,, Miss, and Miss M. Jacobi, Mr. A. 
Shaw, Miss Birdee Dunn, Miss Dunn, Mr. 
Hugh C. McLean, Miss Amy Phillips, Mr 
Henry Wright, Mr. and Mrs, J. C. Iredale, Mr. 
A. Jephcott, Miss Smith, Mr, Cal. Shaw, Mr, 
and Mre, J. E. Brown, Mr. A. F. and Miss 
Sawden, Mr. W. C.and Miss Jephcott, Mr. T. 

(Continued on page Eleven.) 


Manners and Social Usages of Good Society 


By MRS, SHERWOOD 
Post Free - + + 1,25 


Dance Programmes and Invitations 
A SPECIALTY 
James Bain & Son 
SOCIETY STATIONERS 
39 King Street East, Toronto 





Paris Kid Glove Store 
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Gentlemen’s Gloves for Evening Wear 


Special lines just received in Lined Gloves, Mitts and 
Heavy Driving Gloves. 


EVENING DRESSES A SPECIALTY 
WM. STITT & CO., 11 & 13 King St. E., Toronto 


A REVELATION IN MUSIC 


| Le EYOND all things 
MAS else we seek to 


make our new 
scale Pianos 
known, Once 
known their awn 
intrinsic merit of 
tone and fault- 
less repe ition of 
action must of 
very necessity 
make them the favorite Pianofortes of all 
who love music as an art. 

Since October nearly one hundred of these 
new scale Pianos have been placed with 
prominent families in Toronto. In every 
case they are giving the highest satisfaction. 

Our business is a!l done in our Ware- 
rooms. We have therea nice assortment of 
our new scale Pianos which we will take 
pleasure in showing to visitors at any time. 
If you care to purchase, prices and terms 
will be made honest and liberal to you. 

DOMINION PIANO AND ORGAN CoO. 

Warerooms---68 King St. West 


FASHIONABLE 


To be fashionabie you must 
have the latest Perfumes, the 
latest Face Powder, the latest 
Toilet Preparations. Every- 
thing the latest to be had at 


McARTHUR’S DRUG STORE 


230 Yonge Street. opp. Shuter Street. 


THE TORONTO ART GALLERY, WITH 

dressing and smoking rooms, is avail- 
able for “‘ Private Balls,” ‘‘ At Homes,” “ Re- 
ceptions.” Rent—Afternoons, $20; even- 
ings, $35. Apply GEO. C. DOWNES, at 
the Gallery. 


TAKE THE OLD RELIABLE 


CUNARD 


SS. LINE 


FOR EUROPE 


8.8. ETRURIA, FEB. 21 
W.A.GEDDES - -_ Agent 
69 Yonge Street, Toronto 


M ISS MORRISON 


41 KING STREET WEST, 


Is prepared for the balance of the season to sell 


Millinery Goods, Veilings, Ribbons, Ete. 
AT GREATLY REDUCED RATES. 
Also Costumes, Trimmings and Fans. 


SPECIAL, 


The Dressmaking department is still under competent 
m 


WINTER 


TOURS OF EVERY VARIETY 


TRANSATLANTIC 
BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


Gen. 8.8. and B.R. Agt., 72 Yonge Street, Toreato 


N. G. LLOYD §&. 8S. LINE 


Patronized by those who desire comfort 
with excellence 
Fast route to Southampton, London, and Continent. 











8.8. Havel Wednesday, Feb, 18 
8.8. Fulda .-. Saturday, " 
BH. GAGA, «5 sciscaccsnentesan Wednesday, “ 25 


WINTER RATES NOW IN FOROB 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent, 
72 Yonge St., Torente. 


QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY 
BERMUDA 


Sixty hours from New York, THURSDAYS 


BARBADOS 


Trinidad and West Indies, EVERY 10 DAYS, 
ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary Quebec 8.8. Co., Quebec. 
BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent, 
72 Wenge Street, Terente. 





A Necessary Formality. 
The Judge—Ofticer Grady, please arrest 
Lawyer Case’s attention. mie ‘ 
Grady— Yes, sor, av you'll please make out 
th’ warrant.—Spare Moments. 


Oe 0 eh 0 dk oe i. i es ek ek 


Ses a“os 


re 





a. 


= pue apemg ‘41'S ul S@AO}E) Suiuaag SS 
5 a c> 


its and 


|i things 
seek to 
ir new 
Pianos 

Once 
eir awn 
merit of 
i fault- 
ition of 
vust of 
cessity 
s of all 


of these 
ed with 
nm every 
sfaction. 


r Ware- 
iment of 
vill take 
ny time. 
ad terms 
DU. 


N CO. 
St. West 


must 
, the 
atest 


very- 
dat 


TORE 


treet, 


., WITH 
is avail- 
1s,” ‘'Re- 
); even- 
NES, at 


o sell 


ns, Ete. 


competent 


ric 
AND 


, Toreato 


LINE 


omfort 


yntinent. 
Feb, 18 


o 2% 
IROCB 
nt, 
forento. 


PANY 


Lvs 


AYs, 
».» Quebec. 


nt, 
ferente. 





x arrest 
make out 


fORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


beats now. I know, too, of the smile that in- 
dicates contempt, when the corners of the 
mouth are drawn downwards; the peculiar 
smile of triumph ; of superior knowledge ; the 
mother’s fond smile o’er her infant, and the 
wan smile of the fading face. Overarching all 
shines the smile of God in the sky, the sun, 
the stars, the moon, in the trees, birds and 





























Boudoir Gossip. 


Dimples in the cheek, many hearts to break. 
Dimples in the chin, many hearts to win. 

So goes the old rhyme, and while we do not 
form our opinions by its aid, we think and 
speak of it laughingly when we see the in- 
dented cheeks or chin. I have looked at many 
chins this week, and found that the feature fl I 
which I thought uninteresting was replete the Jolce —". a See 
with characteri-tics, There are three typesof| ppg 4 

young girl whom you mention as drown- 
chin formation, the receding, the straight and | ing with her violin music the sleeper’s snores, 


Single 
and 
Double 


Waterproof 


70 YEARS 


Old people = 70 years can 







Texture 






For 3u days at 
J.C. WALKER & CO.’S 
Cor. Yonge and Temperance Ste. 






















the chin which curves up and out. In connec- : 
and charming the weary travelers, is a re- 
— a en one pete ge and involun- | minder of one of Mrs, Livemore’s experiences, FOR THE TEETH & Ga rmen ts 
tarily sof nut crackers. While the reced- | 4, told by her in her work on the women’s r —"—~ BREATH, 
ing chin is accompanied by an indecisive na- | y+; in the war between the North and : in 


ture—one which may be sweetly unselfish but | goin 1 5 i k ‘ ‘5 

is yet very irresolute—the straight one denotes sits ne Mee eos pace e nace! oi 
a masterful energy, and the inclined one a sur- impatient waiting people. Many are roughly 
plus of penetration and keen insight, which quarreling. The young brother of the girl 
amounts to shrewdness, Each of these forma-| carries a violin case. When asked to play he| PINKED AND FRINGED RUCHINGS 


tions seen in profile may be yet further divided | pofers to his sister, wh 
x o kindly plays and sin ‘ Parisian” Plaiting in Lace and other light materi 
into round, oval and square. The oval chin is melody after melody until all dissension to Evening Deenes dene endhert sstios by — 


indicative of a lack of originality and strength a F 
of purpose, the round muscular chin points to ame cos; a Pee ee | A. STACKH OUSE 
ingenuity, 9 fair degree of self-assertiveness | ‘I¢ this letter should prove tiresome the cause 
and strong resolution. The square, strong | wij be I have been to a neighboring city, two 
chin is apt to be the property of the self-| hundred and ninety-one miles away. There, . 
reliant, doggedly persevering and self-opinion- | judging us to be from the country, shopkeepers CUNNINGHAM'S JEWELRY STORE 
a 1 often meet us with smiles of amusement ap- a 

as looking at the face of a jolly little| parently, but we are repaid when we reach | J°Welry, Diamonds and Watches 
man of whom some one in apeaking made use | home by smiles of welcome. Also when we 77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 
= ‘a a familiar expression, “fat as butter.” | think of our electric lights, our paved streets, 

e a curious face. The eyes were good, | our toboggan slides, and our good sleighing, MiSs SULLIVAN 
the nose showed sympathy and the lips tender- | we know that we have city and country com- Late of W. A. Murray & Co, 
ness. I liked his face well until my eyes rested | hined, and in order to be appreciated must 
naiiee tae pend nec ra “ae dane sound the praises of this winter home and by Artistic Dressmaking 

a e rest. ata 

time that man will have, His energies will be friction of our eee mach in ieeke heat. 76 COLLEGE STREET 

well-nigh thwarted by the drawling voice of J ANE 
languorous tendencies, His own opinions will nes 
be hastily formed, and his lack of self-reliance 
will torment him, He will have fair judgment, 
but no faith in it, and the fat little runaway 
chin is to blame for it all. 

Another chin is that of a grave, reserved 
man, who is punctilious in little things, who 
has been fairly ambitious, a good student, and 
yet lacked the all-conquering pertinacity. His 
life is a cramped one beside the one which I 
fancy he etched for himself in his most hopeful 
moments, when the blessing of youthhood 
rested upon him, 
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THE GOODYEAR RUBBER STOR xvo:? se 
Great Bargains in Furs 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN 
JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 


We have decided to mark our immense stock of FINE FURS DOWN 
650 PER CENT. rather than carry them over till next season. This wii! 
give intending purchasers a GRAND OPPORTUNITY to purchase RE- 
LIABLE FURS much below their ORIGINAL COST OF MANUFAC- 
TURE. We guarantee every article sold; no wholesale job lots or old- 
fashioned stuff, but every article manufactured under the direct super- 
vision of our Mr. James Harris, who, being a practical turrier, enables us 
to offer better goods and better value than any o:her opposition house in 
the trade ll our furs are made from the finest grades of skins. We do 
not deal in cheap goods. This sale will enable the public to buy FIRST- 
CLASS GOODS as low as the inferior article can be purchased for. Now 
is your chance. Cash buyers will get every advantage, as we must do 
a business of $1,600 a day for thirty days. Don’t forget. Sale com- 
mences €aturday. Special attention given to LETTER ORDERS. 


JAMES HARRIS @& Co. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Armand’s Hair Store} BONN WARE—1755 


407 Yonge Street 407 


Ladies’ Hair-Dressig | CACTUS DECORATIONS (the latest) 


FOR A nice assortment of this celebrated ware in 


Balls, a. Con-| Vases, Flower Bowls, &c. 
eerts, eaters, ° 
Photos, Weddings, BELLEEK (Irish) 
Faney and Another case containing 
Historical Cviffures. | Afternoon Tea Cups and Saucers, After 
Appointments to be in ad- ! Dinner Coffees, After Dinner Chocolates, 
Bon Bon Shells, Trays, &c. 


427 Yonge Street, Toronto 
HE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 

















Head Office . : + Chicago, Ml. 


Incorporated June 17, 1887, with a Cash 
Capital of $60,000 


Comica’s last letter brought me a vivid pic- and decorators have almost finished 
ture of the moon-lit Mediterranean as it ap- | their work, and on Monday we will be ready 
peared to two enraptured girls who stole out | to show NOVELTIES for spring. Charm- 
she says, ‘“‘ was one throbbing sulphur-hued | Cashmere and Suitings. 
plain. I scanned its loveliness and listened to| PRINTS at 10c. per yard, fast colors, 160 
the grand chorus of its frothing waves break- | varieties and exceilent designs. Choose 
tains rising indistinctly to right and left were 
vague suggestions of misty blue, against which 
the twinkling lights of the sleeping town shone 5 

° with its bright star points, arched the poetic VE 
A few Saturdays ago I waited in the Union | scene, its edges seeming to sweep the light- 

depot for a few moments, and watched a | house standing so ghostly on the distant cliff.” 21 2 YONGE STREET 

itself into the various railway carriages. The | upina heavy cloak,and when I have urged THE G W SHAVER CO S 

hour between four and five on Saturday is an | my imagination to thus bring her to me I echo . 5 ' 

especially busy one, for not only are there | her wish that I too were there. 

less multitude of parcels. Baggage is a nuis- My Maiden in Brown,— Your letter has been FINK GRO CHRIES 

ance, ahd parcels an abomination. I some. found again, and as I read it over I laughed a 

times think that most people carry their unac- little at the idea of a “sister confessor.” Ah, | Are being reduced in price without in the least being 

hief . 
face—two trunks, one embarrased look, and a| ®™ too wary and too old. My experience of phone then s60) to” sls oad inceaamti ea 
wrinkle for each bit of hand baggage. school teaching isall gleaned from an hour and 

for parcels or people, and a constant stream of | 2&W ones, and I am afraid they were rather - 

humanity flowed through the great door into | ¢xtreme. I am glad you are so charitable in 244 Yonge St. 3 Louisa St. 

the waiting room. The door shuts with a bang | YOUr religiovs views. Hard and fast creeds 

bang, bang! it went. The latch rattled, the their adoption, are not for our day. I am sorry 

banging went on, and the resting occupants of about the difficulty, but think how much better E LECTRIC BE LT 

the room looked distressed. By careful obser- it is that you did tell the exact truth, even if 

vation I found that six women out of every | You are doubted. You may perhaps obtain a AND APPLIANCE CO. 

of nine closed it carefully. Being a woman I affairs. It is bitter waiting and I sympathize 

rather objected to these figures, but as figures with you, my little unknown correspondent. 

have heen declared ‘twatntul, I acoepted them We are familiar with the conventional sleigh 

to somewhat ameliorate the harsh criticism, 

which was a natural outcome. In almost every winter day. To me that is full of gladness, but 

so a swift drive through a gray mist has a dream 

case the women who were careless, started a8 | Gelight all its own. of day last week y 

them from the charge of being devoid of fine pane whirled en h oe of the giohens farm- 
: _| ing communities in Ontario. e sky was 

sensibilities. It was evidently only thought ateel-gray and the curling, low-hanging mist 

woman does close and open doors for herself, I | trees, and twirl about the chimneys of the 

realized that it was only natural she should heey eee houses. Re fences were 

sometimes forget that she was alone. Then, | (®* ones’ to sae op by the dampness, and 


E will soon be straight. Carpenters 
to watch it one evening at Nice. ‘The sea,” | ing goods arriving daily. Delaines, Sateens, 
ing along the shore. The undulating moun- them early. 
faintly. The azure curtain of the heavens, 

drenched, tired out, cross, crowd of people sort | I try to fancy my Comica on the shore, wrapped 
crowds of people, but there are an almost count- 
customed cares written in wrinkles on their | ™Y friend, you are trying to deceive me, and I lessened in quality. Call in and inquire of our staff of the 

This particular day was doubly disagreeable | # half on the dictatorial platform. When I (j W Ni AVER (() Ltd 
on account of the rain, Every one was looking | W% T*leased my ideas of government were all | (J, ‘ ' 
if left—as it was far too often—to itself. Bang, | With the inevitable antagonism resulting from TH E OWEN 
nine banged the door, and that eight men out | Chance toexplain, incidentally, the true state of 

f 
with a wry face and turned about for s ronson ride, through the keen atmosphere of a sunny 
the door fell against its jamb, and I exonerated | watched the swiftly-changed panorama as I 
lessness, and when I considered how seldom a | geemed to drift through the branches of the 
the walls of roughly-pilec limestones like the 


too, a noise which makes no impression upon | water which crept up to the top of the snowy 
one who is actively employed, wears upon the | fields was gray poet me wae AP ee 
. | trees were gray, and woods which climbed hig 
nerves of those who are a m1 a x = and ae on the distant ridges wore the garb 
cused all the noisy sixes an arded my train, | of the day. Gloomy, one might call the view, 
satisfied that the women were, in this case, | and yet the shades which leaped into being as 
not ungentle, but only unthinking. one looked attentively were marvellous in their 
: diversity. They were not alike, yet they were 
. bound together by the sun’s absence into a 
My Dear JANE.--Your welcome letter of | restful, evanescent tone, which charms and 
comment was pleasant to read, and I give it in | subdues one like the shadowy army that the 
full below. Your remarks about the country | conquering twilight leads, Ciip CAREW. 
amuse me, I cannot consider so thriving a OF 
city as that which appears on your postmark,| For Opera, Theater, or Smoking Concert. 
anything but bustling activity. If you live The Tuxedo, or “‘ tailless dress coat’ as it is 
where J, in my limited knowledge of the | 80metimes defined, is the proper dress for such 
7 h h Somes Biatale occasions. There has been a deal of nonsense 
geography of that northern peninsula, think | fred off by the uninitiated regarding this in- 
you do, you must have the most blessed of | novation which is comparatively recent. The 
country lives with the most luxurious of city | reader may be assured that this garment is not 
-omforts and pleasures such a very formidable novelty after all. It is, 
= Pp , in fact, as old as the hills as a garment. Al- 
My Frienp Ciip CaREw,—I have read your | though it is unfamiliar in this country, it is, in 
comments upon brow, mouth and nose, with a | fact, sething mere ae less Leng mes a Saee 
tea coat, which has been worn in cutta an 
emile which nearly ote ee all the oriental capitals for probably a quarter 
as I search for a speck of warmth to arrest the | of 4 century. It was designed to meet the re- 
progress of rheumatism. Nor that I care for | quirements of an informal dress garment for 


the cold! Ob, no! Itis, that the symmetry | use in a warm fo pat f ere er ecteennts 
_| nuisances as tails or anything tha e 
of hand and foot is destroyed by the unmerci the weight or density of @ garment were un- 


ful smiting of Jack Frost, with lashes of wind | desirable. To make room for my specially large 
and storm in this northern clime. Yet there is — importation which I expect to arrive 
8 


: ortly, am offering special inducements to my 
some ec am the thought that perchance patrons and the public generally during the 
mentally we may month of February. Remember the fashion- 

** Blown crystal clear able west-end tailor, Henry A. Taylor, No. 1 
By freedom’s northern wind.” 


in House block. 

If the wrinkles could only be blown away. I 
grant that many of them may be caused by 
crossness, but often an equal number repre- 
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G. C. PATTERSON, Manager for Canada 

Dr. A. Owen, after years of experiment and study, has 
given to the world an Electric Belt that has no equal in 
this or any other country. Fully covered by patents. 

RHEU MATISM 
is found wherever man is found, and it does not respect 
age, sex, color, rank or occupation. 

Medical science has utterly failed to afford relief in 
rheumatic cases. Although electricity has only been in 
use as a remedial agent for a few years, it has cured more 
cases of Rheumatism than all other means combined. 

Our treatment is a mild, continuous galvanic current, as 
generated by the Owen Electric Body Battery, which may 
be applied directly to the affected parts. 

WOMEN 

The Owen Electric Belt is par excellence the woman's 
friend, for its merits are equal as a preventive and curative 
for the many troubles peculiar to her sex. It is nature’s 


cure. 
The following are among the diseases cured by the use 

of THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELTS: 

Rheumatism Disease of the Chest 


Neuralgia Spermatorrhea 
Dy: a Impotency 
paeke Sexual Exhaustion 
amsege arte 7 
General Debility Spinal Diseases 
Liver Complaint ervour Complaints 
Kidney Disease Urinary Diseases 
Female Complaints Genera! Ill-Health 
CHALLENGE. 
We challenge the world to show an Electric Belt where 
the current under the control of the ent as com- 


pletely as this, We can use the same belt on ar infant 
that we use on a giant by simply reducing the number of 
cells. The ordinary belts are not eo. 
WE ALWAYS LEAD AND NEVER FOLLOW 
Other belte have been in the :oarket for five and ten 
ears longer, but to-day there are more Owen Belts manu- 
hotured and sold than all other makes combined. The 


le want the best. 
ns desiring information ing the cure of 





Hair Oraaments. 
Telephone 2498 


SUPERFLUOUS HAIR 


Instantaneously removed and the root 
permanently distroyed without the slight- 
est injury or discoloration of the most deli- 





FRENCH CHINA 


All the new designs and decorations. 


WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY 
cate skin, with the accidentally discovered Wi LLI A M J U NO R 


Capillerine—harmlees as water. Capil- Telephone 2177 


lerine supersedes Electrolysis. Price #1 50 a ss 
Ninon de!’ Enclos Face B'each 100 King St. West i ; Toronto 


vance. Great selection "7 








It cleanses and makes the skin wonder- 
fully clear and free from Blackheads, 
Sallowness, Tan, Freckles, etc. Used by 
the most refined ladies in France and 
Engiand. Price $2. 

Eau Antiride.—Positive wrinkle remover. Always 
sweet sixteen. Price $1 75. 

Depot of the Most Refined Hair Powders and Toilet 


Preparations. 
ARMAND’S HAIR AND PERFUMERY STORE 
407 Yonge Street 497 
Telephone 2498. 


Some corsets 
are never easy, 
there is al- 

5 pnts : 
ways a stiffness 
es meee about them and 
aoe the period of 


DORENWEND'S breaking them 


Is the Leading House for a ae no me. PM Ay moe 
it is then, that there is at leas 
HAIR GOODS | one corset that is absolutely 
The latest and most | fguitless, that fits perfectly, 
ARTISTIC STYLES | that needs only a trial to con- 
In Wigs, Bangs, Switches, | vines the most skeptical of its 
Lrgest, Best and Cheapest | wonderful merit. Why not 
Finest Hair Dressing Rooms try it? It is surely worth 
on the Continent. | while, for the money is re- 
turned if you are not satisfied, 
105 Yonge St. | hence you run no risk. 


Send for circular. MANUFACTURED BY THB 
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BUY THE GENUINE 


THE BEST 
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ACUTE, CHRONIC and NERVOUS DISEASES please in- 
close six (6) CENTS and write for Illustrated Catalogue. 


THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELT CO. 


Tl King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 
Mention this paper. 













sents the sabre strokes of pain, perplexity, 
care andoverwork—many times for others. On 
my part, vanity is touched. I smooth with 
vaseline, that deep indentation between my 


Rovers Bros, IS] A | Goods 


Knives 


PARLOR GAMES 





eyebrows, but without success in removing the wien a it nema 
defect. 1 resign myselt to my fate. Alas! Forks Tiddleywinks, complete at... 2ie. and 6 

fear that this life of vicissitudes is not con- Tiddleywink Tennis, complete for from 2 to 6 players 1 95 
ducive to smoothness of brow, and perfect and Smet, poons Fort, complete in DOX........5.66 cecceeceeeeesecees 2.00 
placidity. Icould not criticize noses, though Crokinole BE eee gs beeen 8.00 
we all admire the Greek pony As you say, a First-class in every respect and fully warranted by the ne a and best game for children) .... 1.25 
large nasal a) dage to the face is supposed manufacture! MMs hatte cs 0545 s'ne <a nae os penned MURS 35c. and = 75 
to be the poke 2p greatness of intellect, yet JEWELERS Apabeal (The new game by author of Halma)......... 1.26 
very inconsistent creatures that we women DAVIS BROS. 130 Yonge St. 130 Paseboedl ....cvereesersessnerevens {0c , #1, $1.50 and 2.00 


ESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY AND HUNDREDS OF OTHERS 
L FOR SALE AT 


1 molt ee! CAT TL AN’S 


J. Cc. PO iin 35 King St. West, Toronto 


stadio—i4 Orde Street . . Terente Send for complete illustrated catalogue. 


are, we do not crave it as a possession. Again 
I consult the mirror and say, ‘I hope—)es, I 
hope that my nose is not a very great obstruc- 
tion to the line of harmony.” Howevwr, I 
must beware of reporters, and continue to 
wear a veil when on the street, I recall ihs 
smile that seemed to open to me the gates of 
heaven. The remembrance quickens the heart- 
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The World, The Flesh and The Devil 


BY MISS M. E. BRADDON 
Author of “ Lady Audley's Secret,” ‘' The Day Will Come,” ‘* Vixen,” “ Like and Unlike,” etc. 








“T daresay it is only the effect of that hor- 
rible story,” she said, ** but I have been feeling 
absurdly morbid of late, and I can’t help tor- 
menting myself about your health.” 

**A most futile torment, since I am perfectly 
well,” Gerard answered irritably. 

“No doubt, no doubt; but my husband 
seemed perfectly well last year, and yet there 
was all manner of organic mischief. I know 
you are not strong, and since you came into 
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CHAPTER VII. 
A SHADOW ACROSS THE PATH. 


The house agents had been more truthful 
than their kind are wont to be, and the house 
which Mr. Hillersdon had been invited to in- 
spect more nearly realiz-d their description 
than houses generally do. Of course it was 
not all that he wanted ; but it possessed capa- 
bilities, and it stood ia grounds which are be- 
coming daily more difficult to find on the south 
side of Hyde Park. It was an old house, and 
somewhat dismal of aspect, the garden being 
shut in by high walls, and overshadowed by 
timber; but Gerard was pleased with that air 
of seclusion which would have repelled many 
people, and he saw ample scope for improve- 
ment in both house and grounds, He closed 
with the owner ot the lease on the following 
day, and he had Roger Larose at work upon 
plan and specification without an hour's delay. 
The house belonged to the period when all 
facades of importané houses were Italian, and 
Gerard insisted upon the Italian idea being 
strictly carried out in the improved front and 
expanded wings. . 

“Let there be no mixture of styles,” he said, 
‘that is anathema maranatha in my mind. 
Above all, be neither Fiemish nor Jacobean— 
the school has been overdone. Let your portico 
be light and graceful, yet severe; and give me 
a spacious loggia upon the first floor, between 
your new wings, which will consist each of a 
single room— billiard room on one side and 
music room on the other. 

Tne delighted Larose assured his client that 
the Italian schoo! was his passion, and that he, 
too, was weary of the oriels and bays, the tur- 
rets and angles, cupolas and quaintness of 
the flamboyant Flemish, mis-called Queen 
Anne. He took his designs to Mr. Hillersdon 
within twenty four hours after their inspec- 
tion of the premises, and the new front and 
wings looked charming upon paper. There was 
no question of competition, which would in- 
volve delay. Gerard begged that the designs 
might be given to the best builder in London, 
and carried out with the utmost rapidity com- 
patible with good work. 

“I must have everything fiaished before 
November,” he said. 

Roger Larose urged that it was hardly possi- 
ble that two large rooms, and a new facade, 
with portico, loggia, and classic pediment, to 
say nothing of various minor improvements, 
could be completed in so short a time. 

** Nothing is impossible to a man of energy 
with ampie tunds at his disposal,” answered 
Gerard, ** If your plans cannot be carried out in 
four months, my dear Larose, they are useless, 
and I will occupy the house as it now stands, 

The commission was too good to be lost, and 
Larose promised to achieve the impossible. 

**] don’t believe such a thing was ever done 
before, except for Aladdin,” he said. 

‘Consider me Aladdin, if you like, but do 
what I want.” 


The garden was Gerard's own peculiar care. | 
hopeless for improvement while I was poor, 
j}and the stern necessity to earn money be- 


The landscape gardeaer whom he called in 
wanted to cut down more than half the trees— 
limes and “chestnuts of more than a century’s 
growth—upon the pretence that they darkened 
the house, and that a smooth lawn and geo. 
metrical flower beds were to be preferred to 
spreading branches under which no turf could 
live. Gerard would not sacrifice a tree. 
** You will lay down fresh turf early in April 
every year,” he said, ‘*and with care we must 
make it last till the end of July.” 

The nurseryman booked the order, and felt 
that this was a customer worthy his best con- 
sideration. 


**And you will supply me with palms and | 


orange trees, standard rhododendrons, and 
other ornamental plants every season. It will 
be yur business to see that they do well while 
the season lasts.” 

** Exactly, sir, I perfectly understand your 
views. The lawn is considerably contracted by 
that belt of timber, but we can make a fine 
show of oranges in tubs, standard rnododen- 
drons, and hardy paimsin the portico and on 
the lawn, and you will retain your lime grove, 


which is, no doubt, an enjoyable feature of the | 
grounds, a remarkable feature in grounds so | 


near London.” 
For the furnishing of his house Mr. Hillers- 
don consulted the man who had dictated her 


taste to Mrs. Champion. The source of a lady's | 


taste and knowledge becomes forgotten after a 
ear or two, and she takes credit to herself for 
aving evolved her surroundings entirely from 

her inner consciousness. But on being asked 

about her views as to furniture, Mrs. Champion 


suggested the employment of Mr. Callander, a | 


gentieman who made it his business to create 


homes of tas‘e for these who couid afford to | 


carry out his idea’. 

** One has ideas of one’s own, of course,” said 
Edith Champion. ‘I was full of original ideas 
for my drawing-rooms and morning-room, but 
I found it very difficult to get them carried out. 
Tradespeople are so stupid. Mr. Callander 
helped me immensely with drawings and sug- 
gestions. {[ should certaiuly go to him.” 

Gerard took her advice and went to Mr. Cal- 
lander, of whom Larose declared that he was 
the only man in London who had any taste in 
furniture. 


To this gentleman the millionaire explained | 


his desire very briefly. 
** My house is to be severely Iralian,” he said, 


villa bk tween Florence and Fiesole, and as if I 
were Leonardo de Medici.’ 

**And is ¢xpense to be no more considered 
than if you were one of the Medici?” 

*You can spend as muci as you like, but 

ou must not make any display of wealth. I 
tt come unexpectedly into a fortune, and I 
don t want people to point to me as a nouveau 
riche.” 

** Your house shall be furnished with a sub- 
dued splendor which sha!l make people think 
that your surroundings have descended to you 
from a Fiorentine ancestor. There shall be 
nothing to suggest newness, or the display of 
unaccustomed wealth.” 

** You are evidently an artist, Mr. Callander. 


Try to realize the artistic ideal in all ita purity. | 


But, remember, if you please, there are two 
rooms on the first floor, to the left of the stair. 
cise, which I mean to furnish myself, and for 
which you need not provide anything.” 

It was now the third week in July, and Lon- 
don was beginning to put on its deserted 
aspect. Three weeks agoit had been a work 
of difficulty to cross from one side of Bond 
street to the other; but now crossing the most 
fashionable thoroughfares was as easy and 
leisurely a matter asa scroll in summery meads. 
Everybody was leaving town or taiking of 
leaving, and dinners and balls were becoming 
amemory of the past, except such small din- 
ners as may be given to the chosen few during 
a period of transition. Goodwood was over, 
and after Gocdwood the toscin of retreat is 
sounded, 

Gerard dined in a party of four at Hertford 
street. Mrs. Gresham had returned for a final 
Glimpse of London, after a fortnight’s severe 

uties in her busband’s ish. He was vicar 
of a curious old settlement in Suffolk, a little 
town which had been a seaport, but from which 
the sea had long since retired, perhaps dis- 
gusted with the dulness of the place. 

She was delighted to see Mr. Hillersdon 
again, and he could but note the increased 
fervor of her manner since his improved for- 
tunes. 

“| hope you have forgiven me for my pre- 
mature application about the chancel,’ she 
said, plumping herself down upon the causeuse 
where he had seated himself, after talking for a 
few minutes with his host. “It was dread- 
fully premature, I know; but if you could see 


four dear, quaint, old church, with its long 


narrow nave and lofty roof, I'm sure you woul 
be interested. Do you know anything about 
church architecture in Suffolk ?” 

**I blush to say it is one of the numerous 
branches of my education which have been 
totally neglected.” 

* Whata pity! Our East Anglian churches 
are so truly interesting. Perhaps you will 
= down and see us at Sandyholme some 

ay 

** Is Sandyholme Mr. Gresham’s parish ?” 

"Yes; we have the dearest old vicarage 
with only one objection—there are a good 
many earwigs in summer. But then our ear- 
wigs are more than counterbalanced by our 
roses. Weareon aciay soil, don’t you know? 
I do hope you will come some Saturday and 
spend Sunday with us. You would like Alec’s 
sermon, I know; and for a little Suffolk town 
our choir is not so very bad. I give up two 
evenings a week to practice with them. You 
= about it, now, Mr. Hillersdon, won’t 
you 

** Yes, certainly I will think about it,” an- 
swered Gerard, meaning never to do more. 

He had not been thinking oeee intently upon 
the lady’s discourse while she babbled on, for 
his thoughts had been engrossed by Mr. Cham- 
pion, who was standing on the hearthrug, with 
his back to an arrangement of orchids which 
filled the fireplace, and for a man of chilly tem- 
perament ill-replaced the cheery fire. e was 
indeed what his wife had called him—a solid 
block of a man, short, sturdy, with massive 
shoulders and broad chest, large head and bull 
neck, sandy-haired, thick-featured, the indi- 
cations of vulgar lineage in every detail ; a 
man who had made his own career, evidently, 
aod who had sacrificed length of years in the 
endeavor to push his way ahead of his fellow- 
men ; a resolute, self-sufficient, self-contained 
man, proud of his success, confident of his own 
merits, not easily jealous, but, it might be, a 
terrible man if betrayed. Not a man to shut 
his eyes to a wife’s treachery, once suspected. 

Of ill-health the tokens were of the slightest 
—a livid tinge under the eyes and about the 
coarsely moulded mouth; a flaccidity of the 
muscles of the face, and a dulness in the tar- 
nished eye balls, were all the marks of that slow 
and subtle change which had been creeping over 
the doomed victim during the last few years, 
unnoted by himself or those about him. 

At dinner the talk was chiefly of the ap- 
proaching departure. Mr. and Mrs, Champion 
were going to Mont Oriol. 

‘** You'll look us up there, I suppose, Hillers- 
don,” said Champion; ‘‘my wife could hardly 
get on without you ; you are almost as neces- 
sary to her as her dachshund-.” 

** Yes, I daresay I shall find my way to Mont 
Oriol. [I am by nature irresolute. You and 
Mrs. Champion have often saved me the 
trouble of deciding on holiday haunts.” 

** And now that you are rich I suppose you 
will be idler than ever,” suggested Champion. 

‘**Upon my word, no. My case seemed too 


numbed any small capacity I may have had for 
writing a readable story.” 

** You wrote one that delighted everybody,” 
interposed Mrs. Gresham, who but dimly re- 
membere | the plot of his novel, and was hardly 
sure of the title. 

** Bat now that I need no longer write for 
bread my fancy may have a new birth. At any 
rate, it need not dancs in fetters,” 


after dinner. He played whist at the same 
club every evening during the London season, 
unless peremptorily called upon to accompany 


| his wife to some festive gathering. He was a 


very silent man, and had never been fond of 
society, though he liked to havea fine house 
and a handsome wife, and to give dinners 
which very respectable, and even smart people, 
considered it a privilege toeat. His greatest 
pleasure was found ia the c'ty, his chief relax- 





| was gone Mrs, Gresham was sent to the 
| in the inner drawing-room, and Edith an 


| ation at the whist table. 


* Don’t be late, James,” his wife said to him, 
kindiy, as he muttered something about step- 
ping round to the club, ‘your doctor makes 
such a strong point of your getting a long 
night’s rest.” 

‘*If my doctor could give me the capacity to 
sleep, I should set a higber value on his ad- 
vice,” said Chanipion, “but you need not be 
afraid, I shali be home at eleven.” When he 
iano 
Ger 
ard were practically tete-a-tete. Cousin Rosa 
was very fond cf music, and still fonder of her 
own playing. 

She at once attacked Mendelss ».hn’s Capric- 
cio, and the other two drew nearer to the ver- 
anda, and the perfume of the flowers, and the 
cool, starlit street, and began to talk. 

‘*T have been thinking a great deal about 


| you lately,” said Edith, and there was the 
| sound of anxiety in her voice. 


‘Ic is very good of you to keep me in your 
thoughts.” 
**Good of me! I cannot help myself. If I 





| sitting 





ity,” said Mrs. Champion. 
from the piano, ‘* Chopin is alwevs-delightful. 
stein,’ replied Rosa, severely. 

Chori i’s in A flat major,” 

swered the lady at the p‘anc. 


ir,” answered Edith, unabashed, and immedi- 
stely went on talking. 


did not care for you more than I care for any- 


| one else in the world, the strangeness of our 


position would make me think about you. I 
nave been full of such curious thoughts; but 
perhaps that is only because I have been read- 


| ing La Peau de Chagriao again. after having 
“and I want you to furnish it asif it were a | 4lmost forgotten the story. 
| story. 


It is a horrid 


**No, no, Edith, a magnificent story, full of 


‘*No, it is only full of gloom. Why is that 
young man to die, simply because he has inher- 
ited a fortune? The story is dreadful, like a 
haunting, horrible dream. I can see that un- 
happy young man—so gifted, so handsome— 
face to face with that hidecus 
talisman, which diminishes with his every 
wish, and marks how his young life is wasting 
away. I have not been able to get the story 


| profoundest philosophy.” 


; out of my mind.” 


** You are too impressionable, my dear Edith; 
but I own the story has a gloomy fascination 
which makes it difficult to forget. It was the 
book which established Honore de Balzac's 
fame, and it seems to me that. the hero is only 
a highly colored image of the author, who 
wasted life and genius as feverishly as Raphael 
de Valen'in—living with the same eager iaten- 
sity, working with the same fervid concentra- 
tion, and dying in the zenith of his power, 
though by no means in the bloom of his youth.” 

‘* Was not Alfred de Musset of the same 
type?” 

**Undoubdtedly. The type was common to 
the epoch. Byron set the example, and 
iv was the fashion for men of genius to court 
untimely death. Musset, the greatest poet 
France has ever had, son of the morning, ele- 
gant, aristocratic, born to love and to be loved, 
after ayouthof surpassing brilliance, wasted the 
ripest years of manhood in the wine shops of the 
Quartier Latin, and was forgotten like a light 
biown out, long before the end of his wasted 
life. Our geniuses of to-day know better how 
to husband their resources. They are as care- 
ful of their genius as an eloerly spinster of her 
Sunday gown.” 

** How much better for them and for poster- 
‘* Please go on, 
Rosa,” as Mre. Gresham made a show of rising 


**So he is; but I have been playing Ruben- 
“Then do play that sweet prelude of 
“Why, I played ic ten minutes ago,” an- 


** How sweetof you. You know how I adore 




















































Mr. Champion went off to his whist club 








ent Garden when he went home, and as the 
amount of champagne, he slept illand woke 


devilled biscuit and a cup of green tea, and 
was in Harley street before eleven o'clock. 


hal fortune you have been looking dreadfully 


‘*So my mother told me. Gold has evidently 
a bad effect upon the complexion, and yet the 
old physicians considered it a fine tonic, boiled 
in broth.” ] 

‘*T want you to do me a favor, Gerard.” 

‘Command my devotion in all things, great 
and smali,” 

**Oh, it is not a great thing. You wili come 
to Mont Oriol, of course.” 

. os If that is all you were going to 
ask—— 

‘*It is something more than that. Before 
you leave London I want you to consult the 
cleverest physician you can find. The man 
who knows most about brain, and heart and 
lungs.” 

‘“*A wide field for scientific exploration. I 
suppose you really mean the man who has con- 
trived to make himself the fashion—the man 
to whom it is the right thing to go.” 

**No, no. I am not the slave of fashion. Go to 
someone who will understand you—who will 
be able to advise you how to enjoy your life, 
without wasting it as Balzac and Musset did. 

** Have no fear. Iam no Balzac or Musset. 
I have no Byronic fire consuming me within; 
and be assured I mean to husband my life—for 
the sake of the years to come—-which should be 
very happy.” 

He took up the hand lying loose in her lap, 
the beautiful, carefully cherished hand which 
the winds of heaven never visited too roughly, 
and bent down tokiss it, just as the moonlight 
sonata came to a close. 

*“* On, do go on, Rosa. 
sohn, please.” 

With perhaps the faintest touch of malice, 
Mra. Gresham attacked the Wedding March, 
with acrash that made the lamp glasses shiver. 

‘*Do you know of any clever physician?” 
asked Edith. 

* 1 have never needed a physician since I was 
eleven years old, and the only famous doc‘or I 
know is the man who saved "y life then, Dr, 
South, the children’s doctor. have half a 
mind to go to him.” 

** A child’s doctor,” said Edith, shrugging her 
shoulders. 

“Children have hearts, and brains, and 
lungs. I daresay Dr. South knows something 
about those organs, even in adults.” 

“You will go to him to-morrow morning, 
then—and if he is not satisfied he will advise 
another opinion. I should wave preferred the 
new German doctor, whom everybody is con- 
sulting, and who does such wonders with hyp- 
notism—Dr, Geistrauber, They say he is a 
most wonderful man,” 

“* They’ are an authority not always to be 
relied-upon. I would rather go to Dr. South, 
who saved my life when I was in knicker- 
bockers.” 

‘*Were you so very ill then?” asked Mrs. 
Champion, tenderly interested even in a crisis 
of seventeen years ago. 

“Yes; I believe I was as bad as a little lad 
can be, and yet live. WhenI try to remember 
my illness it seems only a troubled dream, 
through which Dr. South’s kindly face looms 
large and distinct. My complaint was inflam- 
mation of the lungs, a malady which Dr. South 
said most children take rather kindly ; but in 
my case there were complications, was like 
Mrs. Gummidge, and the disease was worse for 
me than for other children. I was as near 
death's door as anyone can go without crossing 
the threshoid ; and my people believe to this 
day that bat for Dr. South | should have en- 
tered at that fatal door. It was a pull fora 
man of my father’s means to bring down the 
great children’s doctor, but the dear old dad 
never regretted the heavy fee ; and here lam 
to tell the story, of which I knew very little at 
the time, for I was delirious all through the 
worst of my illness, and I believe there was 
one stage of my illness during which I associ- 
ated Dr. South's fine gray head—prematurely 
gray—with a great white elephant of Siam of 
which I had been reading in Peter Parley’s 
Annual,” 

‘“*Poor dear little fellow!” sighed Edith 
Champion, with retrospective affection. 

** How sweet of you to pity me! I find my- 
self pitying my own smali image in that dim 
and troubled time, as if it were anybody’s 
child. The complicationg, were dreadful— 
pleurisy, pneumonia; I beliéve the local doctor 
found a new name for my complaint nearly 
every day, till Dr. South gave his decisive 
verdict, and then — me through by his 
heroic treatment, es, I will go to him to 
morrow ; not because I want medical advice, 
but because I should like to see my old friend 
again.” 

““G» to him; pray goto him,” urged Elith, 
“and tell him everything about yourself.” 

** My dear Edith, I have no medical confes- 
sion to make. I am not ill.” 

Mre. Gresham had played herself out, for the 
time being, and came into the front drawing- 
room as the footman appearec with tea a la 
Francais—tea that knits up the raveled sleave 
of care, tired Nature’s nurse, for Duchesses as 
well as for washerwomen., 

The ta)k became genera), or became, rather, 
a lively monologue on the part of Rosa Gres- 
ham, who loved her own interpretation of 
Chopin and Charvenka, but loved the sound of 
her own voice better than any music that ever 
was composed, 

Mr. Champion came in a few minutes after 
eleven, looking tired and white after an hour 
aud a half at the whist club, and Hillersdon 
went out as his host came in—went out, but 
not home. He walked eastward, and looked in 
at two late clubs, chiefly impelled by his desire 
to meet Justin Jermyn, but there was no sizn 
of the Fate-reader either at the Magnolia or the 
Smail Hours, and no one whom Hillersdon 
questioned about him had seen him since Lady 
Fridoline’s party. 

** He has gone to some Bad in Bohemia,” said 
Larose; ‘‘a Bad with crackjaw name. I be- 
lieve he invents a name and a Bad every sum- 
mer, and then goes quietly and lives up the 
country b-tween Broadstairs and Birchington, 
and basks all day upon some solitary stretch 
of sand, or on the edge of some lonely cliff, 
where tbe North Sea breezes blow above the 
rippling ripeness of the wheat, and lies in the 
sunshine, and plans fresh impostures for the 
winter season, No one will see him or hear of 
him any more till November, and then he will 
come back and tell us what a marvellous place 
Rumpelstiljkinbad is for shattered nerves: 
and he will describe the scenery, and the hotel, 
and the hot springs, and the people—ay, almost 
as platasesquety as I could myself,” concluded 
Larose, with his low, unctuous chuckle, which 
was quite different from Jermyn’s elfin laugh- 
se me as much a characteristic of the man 

mself, 


Hillersdon stayed late at the Small Hours, 
and drank just a little more dry champagne 
than his mother or Mrs, Champion would have 
approved, women having narrow notions about 
the men they love, notions which seem hardly 
ever to pass the restrictions of the nursery. 
H2 did not drink because he liked the wine, 
nor even for joviality’s sake ; but from a desire 
to get away from himself and from a sense of 
irritation which had been caused by Mrs, 
Chaw p on’s suggestions of ill health. 

**T snall be hypnotized into an invalid if 
ple persist in telling me I am ill,” he said to 
himself, dwelling needlessly upon Edith Cham. 
pion’s anxieties, 

The market carts were lumbering into Cov- 


Some more Mendels- 


nataral result of a late night, and an unusual 


with a headache. He breakfasted upon a 


Having made no appointment, Mr. Hillers- 
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don had to undergo the purgatory of the wait- 
ing room, where an anxious mother was trying 
to beguile the impatience of a rickety son 
with picture books, and in her gentle solici- 
tude, offering a curious contrast to a more 
fashionably dressed mother, whose thoughts 
seemed to be rather with an absent dress- 
maker than with her sickly overgrown girl, to 
whom she spoke cccasionally in accents of re- 
proof, or in lachrymose complaint at having to 
wait so long for Dr. South, while Madame 
Viola was no doubt waiting for her—‘*and 
when I do get to Bruton street very likely she 
won't see me,” lamented the lady in an under- 
tone, ‘‘It’s all your fault, Clara, for catchin 
cold. You are so idiotic about yourself. 
daresay you will be ordered off to some hor- 
ribly expensive place in Switzerland. D-ctors 
have no consideration for one.” 

The girl’s only reply to this maternal wailing 
was alittle hacking cough, which recurred as 
often as a comma. Her wan face and rather 
shabby frock contrasted with the mother’s 
artistic bloom and smart morning gown. Hill- 
ersdon felt a sense of relief when the man in 
black looked in at the door, and summoned 
mother and daughter with a mysterious nod, 
which seemed pregnant with mournful auzury, 
although it meant nothing but ** your turn.” 

The anxious lady impressed him so much 
more pleasantly that, as time hung heavy, he 
made friends with the boy, helped to entertain 
him by presenting the illustrations of a zoolo- 
gical book in a new.light for the next quarter 
of an hour, and then the rickety boy and his 
mamma were summoned, and more patients 
came in, and Hillersdon tried to lose his con- 
sc'ousness of the passing moments in the pages 
of a stale Saturday Review,—moments too 
distinctly measured by the ticking of a very 
fine Sherraton clock, which stood sentinel in a 
niche by the sideboard. 

The man in black came for him at last, as it 
were the ferryman ready for a new passenger, 
and he was ushered into the presence of Dr. 
South, whom he found in a spacious and lofty 
room atthe back of the house, lightcd by a 
large window, which commanded a small 
garden, shut in by ivy-covered walls. 

The gray head and genial smile brought back 
a vision of a little near a sunny window, 
and summer breezes blowing over a head that 
seemed to scorch the pillow where it lay. 

He recalled the childish illness and the De- 
vonian rectory to Dr. South, who remembered 
his journey by the night mail, and his arrival 
at daybreak in the stillness of a summer Sab- 
bath morning—no laborer going out to the 
fields, a the song of the lark high up in the 
infinite blue above the ripening wheat. Dr. 
South had not forgotten that long summer day, 
in which, like many another medical Alcides he 
had fcught with death, wrestled with and 
thrown the grisly shade, and had gone back to 
his hospital. and his London patients, leaving 
hope and comfort behind him. 

“I know I was very much interested in the 
case,” he said ; *‘ your mother was such a sweet 
woman. She has been spared to you, I hope.” 

** Yes, thank God, she is in excellent health— 
a@ young woman still in mind and habits.” 

And then he told Dr. South how, | eing just a 
little uneasy about his own constitution— 
though with no consciousness of any evil—he 
had come to be overhauled by the physician, 
whose skill he knew by experience. 

**Please consider me a little lad again,” he 
said, lightly, ‘‘and knock my chest about as 
you did when I was lying in a troubled dream, 


**We shall not find much amiss, I hope,” 
replied the doc‘or with this kindly smile. 
‘*Take off your coat and waistcoat, if you 
please.” 

‘The cu icultation was careful and prolonged. 
There was none of that pleasantly perfunctory 
air with which the physician dismisses a goo | 
case. Dr. South seemed bent upon exploring 
every square inch of that well set-up frame, 
from shoulders to waist, with bent head and 
stethoscope at his ears. He concluded his ex. 
amination with a faint sigh, which might 
mean only fatigue. 

**Do you find anything amiss?” aske! the 
patient, rather anxiously. 

‘‘I cannot detect absolute organic micchief, 
but there is a certain amount of weakness in 
both heart and lunge. You have had some 
painful shock very lately, have you not? Your 
nerves have been greatly shaken.” 

“T have bad a great surprise, but it was 
pleasant rather than painful.” 

“*I rejoice to hear it, but the fact that a 
pleasant surprise should have so unhinged 
you is in itseli a warning.” 

** How so?” 

**It denotes highly strung nerves and a cer- 
tain want of stamina. To be frank with you, 
Mr. Hillersdon, yours is not what we call a 
good life, but many men of your constitution 
live to old age. Itisa question of husbanding 
your resources, With care, and a studious 
avo'dance of all excesses, moral or physical, 
you may live long.” 

Gerard thought of the Peau de Uhagrin. A 
studious avoidance of excess—in other words, 
a@cons‘ant waich upon that red line upon the 
sheet ot white paper which showed the sbrink- 
ing of thetalieman, Little by little, with every 
hour of agitated existence, with every passion 
r wish, the sum 
total of his days would dwindle, 

“I have just come into a large fortune, and 


might have been made up of shadows, since 


am only beginning to live,” he said fretfally. 
‘*It is hard to be told at this juncture that I 
have not a good life.” 

“I cannot prophesy smooth things, Mr. 
Hillersdon. You come to me for the truth?” 

‘** Yes; yes, 1 know, and I am grateful to you 
for your candor; but still itis hard lines, you 
must allow.” 

**It would be harder if you were a struggling 
professional man, and saw jour career blighted 
at the outset. I am very glad to hear of your 
good fortune. Wish the resources and expedi- 
ents of modern science—which are all at the 
command of wealth—you ought to live to be 
eighty.” 

** Yes, but at the price of an unemotional 
life. 1am to vegetate, not to live!” 

He slipped the neatly papered guineas into 
the doctor's hands, and then turning on the 
threshold he asked nervously : 

‘Do you forbid me to marry, lest I should 
become the father of a consumptive progeny?” 

‘By no means, I find no orzanic mischief, 
as I told you. I would strongly advise you to 
marry. In a happy domestic life you would 
tind the best possible environment for a manof 
your somewhat fragile physique and highly 
nervous temperament.” 

“Thanks ; that is eacouraging, at any rate. 
G od day.” 

After leaving the doctor Hillersdon s‘rolled 
across Portland Piace and into the Portland 
Road, where he made an exploration of the 
second-hand furniture shops, in search of cer- 
tain objects which were to assist in realizing 
his idea as to those two rooms in his Italian 
villa which he had taken upon himself to fur- 
nish after his own lights. 

Ap hour's peregrination from shop to shop 
resulted only in the purchase of one piece of 
furniture, a black oak cabinet, ostensibly of 
the sixteenth century, possibly a clever piece 
of Dea put together last year. It satis- 
fied Gerard Hillersdon because it closely re- 
sembled another black oak cabinet which he 
had seen lately. : 

He had taken it into his head to reproduce 
for hisown study and private den those two 
rooms in which he had sat at supper with 
Justin Jermyn, and where he had seen the 
vision of Hester Davenport ; rooms which per- 
haps had no tangible existence, dream-rooms, 
the shadow-pictures of a hypnotic trance. It 
pleased him to think that he could reproduce 
in solid oak and brass, in old Venetian glass 
and quaint Dutch pottery, the scene which 


his failure to discover the house or the inn yard 
where he had supped wi h Jermyn had givena 
tinge of unreality to all his memories of that 
eventful night. 


(To be Continued.) 





Take the Picturesque Erie Railway to New 
York, 


Parties visiting New York should always be 
careful to have their tickets read via the Erie. 
They run magnificent through sleepers from 
Toronto, and attach the finest dining cars in 
the United States for meals. The Erie is a 
aouble-track road from Suspension Bridge to 
New York. The officials of this great road de- 
serve great credit for the grand service they 
have given to the people in Canada, and we 
hope this favorite route will be well patronized. 








A Little Cherub, 


Little Boy—Mamma, may I give what's in 

y savings-bank to that beggar man? 

Mamma— You dear, sweet little cherub! Do 
you want to give away all of that money your 
uncle gave you? There was over a dollar, 

**T spent some of it, mamma.” 

**Did you? How much is there left?” 

** There’s a twenty-five cent piece left, but th’ 
candy man said it was bad.”—N. Y. Weekly, 


————— 
In Love With a Handsomer Chap. 


Wili—Well, my girl said ‘yes’ before I left 
last night. 

Henry—Then why are )ou so blue? 

**Oh, I asked her if she positively refused to 
marry me.”—Detroit Free Press, 





Misses E, & H. Johnston, modes, King street, 
Stock-taking sale. Remnants and cut pieces 
of silks, velvets, laces and novelty trimmings 
greatly reduced, Patterns free on receipt of 
postal card, 


JAMOMA 
is a blend of Java, Mocha and Mara- 
caibo Coffee, especially roasted and 


ground for Hereward Spencer & Co., 
Tea and Coffee Merchants, and sold 





by them at their shop, 
63 1-2 King Street West 
AND AT 


287 College Street 
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A Woodland Flower. 





‘*Shall I ask Daisy Stuart, Madge?” asked 
Mabel Wyndom of her tall and stately s'ster, 
as she paused in the act of sealinga dainty 


perfumed envelope. 


“ No, Mabel, ofcourse not. How could you 
dream of such a thing? They are mere no- 
bodies, besides she would be sure to come in 
that old white muslin of hers which has no 
As this is Cousin Frank’s 
first visit to us, I wish him to meet only the 
elite and fashionable half of Clifton—wbich is 
bad enough, goodness knows—he will then see 
that we are quite ‘good form’ and all that,” 


style whatever. 


added Madge, sarcastically. 


* Bat Daisy is such a sweet little thing, and 
one need only look at her to know she is a 


lady,” pleaded the kinder-hearted Mabel. 


**Oh, yes! She is quite a lady and nice 
adge, “ but 
rank would be almost cer- 
tain to tind out—supposing by any chance fate 
threw her in our aristocratic cousin’s way—how 
poor oT were, that they kept no servant and 

sy made her own and her mother’s 
imagine the idea he would have of 
our friends. No! we will ask her up for tea 
some night when we are alone, instead,” said 


enough in her way,” udmitted 
she has no style, 


that Da 
dresses, 


haughty Madge. 


‘* Well,” said the younger girl with a sigh, 
resuming her wricing, ‘’it must be as you wish, 
dear,” for she never dreamed of disputing her 


proud and imperious sister’s wishes, 


The two girls were the only children of 
wealthy Squire Wyndom of the Court in 
Clifton a smali Devonshire village. Mrs, Wyn- 
dom having died when the girls were quite 
young, proud wilful Madge had reigned 
as queen over the court and its inmates— 


father and sister included, since she was a child 


of ten. She was a darkly beautiful, stately 
girl of twenty-two now, whom the whole 


household worshipped, but haviog one great 


fault, that of judging everyone according to 


their wealth and position in the world ; and in 
her opinion the lack of either or both stamped 
a@ person as nobody. Mabel, who was two 
years younger than her sister, was a fair, 
gentle girl with large, limpid, blue eyes, and 
completely ruled by her imperious sister in 
everything. The great event, which had pro- 
voked the above discussion, was the arrival of 
a distant cousin from India—the wealthy bar- 
onet, Sir Francis Graham—who, for the first 
time, was coming to pay his Devonshire cous- 
ins a visit, and to honor his arrival, Mabel was 
wii ing out invitations fora small dinner party, 
which was to be the most select in the county, 
as Madge wished to impress him with their 
so-ial importance, 


The owner of the name, Daisy Stuart, was the 
only child cf a widow lady whohad lately come 
to reside in Clifton, being far from well off, 
having only the meagre pension of her hus- 
band (who had been an officer in one of the 
regiments stationed in India), which would not 
aliow of her keeping a servant, and, conse- 
quently all the work of their tiny cottage, with 
the exception of the roughest, devolved upon 
the slender shoulders of sweet Daisy, who was 
her mother's idol and counsellor. She was a 
slight girl below the medium height,with a pale, 
sweet face which looked almost too smali for 
the two beautiful, large violet eyes it pos- 
sessed ; the queenly litcle head was crowued 
with a wealch of golden brown hair—that 
brown shade which glints and sparkles in the 
sunlight—and which fell in soft little rings 
over a low white forehead, and was generally 
gathered in one large loose coil at the back of 
the dainty little head. No one could call her 
beautiful, according to the strict code of 
beauty, yet, there were few people who wore 
not impressed with a sense of her loveliness 
while looking at and talking to her, reminding 
them of the picture of some pure, sweet saint. 
At the present moment she is standing enve- 
loped in an immense white apron washing the 
supper dishes, turning her head every few 
minutes to smile or talk gaily to her mother 
sitting in the windowsewing. Her eyes follow 
Daisy sadly as she flits about the room, for she 
sorely dislikes to see her darling compelled to 
do a menial’s work. 

‘**Childie,” she suddenly says, ‘‘have you 
heard who has come to stay at the court?” 

**No, my dearest, how should I know. and why 
should I interest myself in the court visitors ?” 
asked the girl preeehe Then she added 
sweetly, “I have you, Marmie, and want no 
one else,” 

“Ah! you little flatterer, if you only knew 
of whom I am talking, you would not say you 
did not wish to see such an old friend. Do you 
not remember your father’s great friend, Sir 
Francis Graham (<” 

As her mother mentioned the name, a care- 


for a moment mantled over the fair, sweet face, 
even to the white forehead, then ebbed slowly 
back leaving it very pale; but there was no 
tremor in the voice which answered Mrs, 
Stuart. 

* What, Sir Francis here, in Clifton? But 
what difference will it make now?” asked the 
gir), wistfully. ‘*‘ We will not be very likely to 
meet him, and supposing we did, it is doubtful 
if he weuld remember me, it is so long ago 
since those dear old days, and I am not now 
much like the spoilt child he knew then; at 
least I hope I have improved a little bit, have I 
not dear?” she added, the last sentence quickly, 
lest her mother might think she was grieving 
over their changed fortunes, 

‘My Daisy, it pains me to think of the dif- 
ference, yet what would I do without my 
flower? My Heavenly Father has been good 
indeed to leave me such a priceless possessior.” 

‘“Come, mother,” called Daisy, brightly, *‘ no 
more gloomy thoughts ; we have just time for 
our favorite stroll by the river before the sun 
goes down, and I do really think. out of con- 
sideration for you, he might postpone his hour 
of retiring, that we might enjoy more of this 
lovely day.” 

“ Youridiculouschild,” murmured the widow, 
glancing at her fondly, 

‘ . . * . 

It is the following day when Daisy—after 
the wcrk of the little cottage is finished, and 
her mother is taking her afternoon nap—steals 
a few minutes for a quiet walk to the riverside, 
and upon reaching the green bank she throws 
her hat off and sits down with a careless grace 
all her own, leaning her tired head against the 
trunk of an old tree. What a study for a 
rainter! The sweet, dainty face, the small 
white hands clasped idly in her lap in that per- 
fect stillness which follows exertion, the 
beautiful violet eyes which just now seem to 
hold an abyss of sadness and follow without 
seeing the faint ripples upon the water the 
breeze is barely ruffling. “I wonder,” she 
mused, “if he hes ever given me a thought 
since the old days. Perhaps he would not even 
remember me if we were to meet, yet how truly 
noble he was and so good to me, but then he 
must have regarded me as a mere child to be 
petted and spoiled. I wonder would it make a 
difference could he know how horribly poor we 
are and that [ washed the dishes and cooked— 
he was always so fastidious about girls.” And 
then two or three large tears splashed down 
upon the pretty muslin dress as if to register 
there her thoughts. ‘ But, of what nonsense I 
am dreaming! What will Sir Francis Grabam 
ever have to do with Daisy Stuart? It is most 
probable he will make but a short stay here 
and never know of my existence.” And witha 

proud, petulant chaie of the fair head the 
velvet eyes close and she almost falls asleep. 
l say almost, for before she has time tc feel 
more than drowsy she hears the gentle splash, 
of oars, and lazily opening her eyes, she 
sees = boat with one occupant within a few 
yards of the bank where she is reclining. In a 
moment, before she has even time to sit up, 
the rower, with one long pull and a bound, is 
standing in front of her, hat in hand. * Daisy! 
Miss Stuart! in the name of all that is wonder- 
ful, how did you come here? At first I thought 
you a wood nymph conjured up by x owo 
thoughts,” he said witu a glance of passionate 
admiration at the fair blushing face. 2: 
“T assure you Iam quite real, Sir Francis, 
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said the girl laughing, “ 
here, why I walhet. You see I 


staying with your cousins at the court, but 
suppose you were rather startled at seel 


which is mostly true.” 


up at the court last night?” 
you once knew. 


be so lonely.” 


evening's enjoyment now and then.” 


and wants me to take care of her, 


I have been enjoyin 


a slim cool hand, 
* Good-eye!” he echoed. 


Francis asked in surprise: 
** Are you going in there?” 
my home,”’ 


stopped short in hopeless confusion. 


night, for I have brought you a visitor.” 


* And I trust a welcome one,” sa‘d the 
bironct, coming forward to shake hinds with 
Mrs. Stuart, whose smile told him he had 
nothing to fear on that score, Indeed, she felt 
quite bright, sitting there and jistening to her 
visitor giving her amusing accounts of his 


travels as well as news of their old and mutual 


friends. But ail through the conversation his 


eyes followed unceasingly with deep, tender 
admiration the dainty white figure flitting in 
and out of the room preparing tea, only stop- 
ping now and again to smile at the white face 
by the window, or make some saucy criticism 
upon one of Sir Francis’ stories. After tea, 
which the young man declared consisted of 
the most delicious strawb_rries and cream, 
bread and butter, that he had ever tasted, 
though, I doubt not, under the same circum- 
stances he would have declared stones delici- 
ous, if only he could have managed to digest 
them—after their simple tea they sat in the 
twilight and talked, till suddenly the baronet 
remembered an engagement which he was 
already late in keeping, and with the promise 
of seeing them to-morrow he made his hurried 
adieux, : 

‘ What a strange fancy Frank has developed 
for rowing and spending hours of solitude on 
the river,” exclaimed Madge Wypndom one 
afternoon as she and Mabel were sitting to- 
gether over a five o'clock tee, some two or 
three weeks after their cousin's arrival. 

“Has he? I have not noticed it particularly, 
but thought he was with papa,” said gentle 
Mabel, ** for you know he does not care for 
company and parties, or that kind of thing.” 

“*Scill, it is strange,” persisted Madge, ‘‘ he 
goes out every afternoon, rows down the river 
and does not return for hours. What is more, 
he never asks us to accompany him; there must 
be something in it.’ s 

“ Yes, Madge, yuu are perfectly right,” cried 
the deep, manly voice of their cousin, who, 
entering the room, had overheard Madge's 
words, ** there is a grea* deal in it—much more 
than youimagine. Do you not remember,” he 
con'ioued sitting down beside them, “ 
telling you of a treasure which [ lost in India? 
Well, the day after my arrival here, I foun 
my treasure, and the hours of absence every 
afternoon, which have puzz'ed you sc, have 
been devoted to looking after it.” 

** Why, Cousin Frank, what are you talking 
of? Isitall some nonsense? For what could 
you possibly lose in India and find here?” ex- 
claimed both the bewildered girls. : 

** I shall answer your last question,” said Sir 
Francis gravely, “‘and then you can answer 
the others. My treasure is the most poe 
thing a man can have—the one great lessing 
ot his life—some one to share his joys and sor- 
rows, not a beautiful wax doll—but a true- 
hearted, sympathetic wife; that, dear cousins, 
is the treasure I spoke of.” . 

“But, Frank, what can you mean? asked 
the still bewildered Madge,“ we never dreamed 
that you were married and had lost your wife. 

“Nor am I, fair cousin, but I hope now that 
the glad day is not far off, and that I may take 
my wife back to India with me—my sweet 
Daisy.” 


A Rough Guess. 


Mr, Ardentcourt—I am going awa 
for your delightful society. I will think 


t. 
bee ee Gasher—Ob, how kind of you, 


ng me, knew each other. Why, she i 
here, after our meeting last in India. You | and so poor,” wound ap an eine 
know the saying about ‘Bad pennies &c.’ 


** But,” said the young man ‘‘if you live here, | inch of her. What al 
how comes it that you were not at the dance | be.” a Ee te eotne on een: 


‘Ah! Iam not now the gay little butterfly | and agree with you that your treasure was 
Iseldom spend an evening | well worth the seeking and finding.” 
out now as dear Marmie would miss me and 


** Stil, surely the servants could look after | woodland flower. I trust sho will always have 
her for a few hours and you be spared for an | as kind a friend as om Will you not also 


“Oh! but you do not understand,” said 
Daisy shyly, and then added bravely, “‘we have | have done so sooner only it was such a sur- 
met with sad reverses of fortune since the | prise; and we will both drive over and see 
dear old days and are not able to keep any ser- fi 
vants now, and dear mother is = poorly are to hear she is to be our cousin.” 

h!” she ‘** That will be very good of you, Madge, and 
exclaimed jumping up suddenly an‘ not see- | just like your kind t oughifulness,” said the 
ing the expression of pain mingled with pity | baronet, for he knew that his cousin, when 
upon the young man’s face for he had easily | once she put aside all humbug about family 
read between the lines of her sad little ex- | and money, was one of the most noble hearted 
planation, ‘‘I have forgotten the time and all | and generous of girls, 
about her being alone this hour or more, while 
the lovely sunshine, 
Good-bye, Sir Francis,” she added, holding out 


“Do you think | shadowed by the interlacing boughs of two 
after just finding you that I am _ going to lose | grand old oaks, two happy lovers are seated ; 
sight of you so easily? Besides, 1 wish to see | the girl has fallen into a dreamy reverie and 
my dear old friend Mrs. Stuart again for I well | gives a great start when her lover suddenly 
remember how kind she was to mein the old | says, ‘‘A penny for your thoughts, my little 
days,” and so talking lightly they walked | Marguerite.” 

quickly towards the little cottage, when ‘Indeed, Frank, they are not worth it. I 


“ Rather,” laughed Daisy, ‘‘ seeing that it is 


“Oh! I beg your pardon, but I thought— 
that is, I never dreamed—” and then he 


“You mean you had no idea we were so 
very poor,” said Daisy, with her clear sweet 
voice faltering ever so slightly. ** It must seem 
horrible to you, but I assure you I am quite 
happy and contented now, and am only 
troubled lest mother should miss any of 
her old luxuries,” then she danced gaily into 
the room where her mother was sit- 
ting, and kissing her said merrily, ‘Sze, 
dearest, we are going to have a tea party to- 





for some time. I know tbat I shall}long 
or oot pee I will send you a real Chicago 


Mr. Ardentcourt! I do not know just what a real Chicago 
bouquet is, but I suppose It is a ham ; and I am so fond of ham.—Judge. 


ee 


and as to how I came 
am not sur- 
prised to see you because I knew you were | *‘ Are you truly going to make that child Lady 



















“Who? Daisy — Daisy Stuart?” gasped 


are of a personal nature. A table stands in the | theory of the borderin f -card 
Madge, breathless from so much excitement. aiean = Fell pee 2 


centerofthe room,anda writing desk against the | the very anatomy of melancholy, e teaches 
south wall, while bric a-brac is scattered about |! 8» finely because he is not ashamed to learn. 
in a carelessness, It is a room well | There is something beautiful in the way in 
adapted toits purpose—to read, to study, ta| which he owns his obligations to a British 
write and to dream in. dandy, who gave him the law about the tails 
of a dress-coat. ‘‘ You must never be able to 
see them yourself,” said the British dandy, 
meaning that they ought to elude all attempts 
to discover them by a glance over one’s shc ul. 
der. Here evidently we touch a principle, and 
we feel that the British dandy is right. It is 
the law of gravitation of the tail-coat. There 
is a sense of loneliness, of course, in this con- 


1| Graham? and I did not guess that you even 


adge dolefully. 
“Bat Madge,” interrupted gentle Mabel, 


Through a long hallway, flanked b k 
*‘she is such a sweet girl, and a true lady every & y y oaken 


closets, her bedroom is approached. It is large 
and airy, and decorated in lavender and moss 
green. A flight of birds over the bed gives an 
airy effect, and violets and pansies are every- 
where on tie coverings of the furniture. The 
dressing table is covered with utensils in silver 
for ~ oar and . . line - B 4 a 
novel dressing case of her own design, with a | ception of a fellow-creature who h ° 
tall mirror, so that she can by a turn of the | held his own coat-tail, but that hoes te te 


Then turning to her cousin she added, 
head at the table secure a full length view of | the dandy nature. One other thing of deepest 


“I sincerely congratulate you, Cousin Frank, 


: ‘Thank you, dear,” replied the young man, 
“‘ for those kindly words spoken in favor of my 


wish me happiness, Mad 


et” herself. A complicated Japanese ‘‘make up” | import was said b 
“*OF course I will,” cal the girl. ‘I would : a Ff a Lee eee no te One 


cabinet stands on the mantel, and pretty little | World : “I can tella man from the provinces 
souvenirs from lady admirers are scattered | simply by his hat.” But this subject is too 
about in all directions. vast for the fag end of an essay, and we must 
reluctantly leave it, with the hope of returning 
toit another day. It will always be timely, for 
writings such as these can never die, 


$I 


ttle Daisy to-day and tell her how glad we Another room, on the next floor, is almost as 
interesting, though less professional in its ap- 
pearance, It is decorated with forget-me-not. 
Pictures and statuettes are thickly strewn 
about, a writing desk stands on one side, and 
a gymnasium occupies one corner, Two smaller 
rooms for the maids are also on this floor, and 
a large square room for guests, decorated in | an hour after her brother had Jeft the house)— 
pink and ecru. Your husband sent me for his best overcoat, 
_ The dining-room ‘3 in the basement. It isin! ma'am. He wants me to take it to be cleaned. 
light terra cotta, and the walls are lined with Miss Trotter (sarcastically )—Will you kindly 
pictures, Three small sideboards display sil- | tell me when I am to be married to this hus- 
verware and china, and the walls are filled | band who wants his overcoat ?—Chicago Inter- 
with little shelves upon which the china reste, | Ocean. 
giving _ awe hn a ane of rare — ot 
art work. e home of the actress is complete 
in every sense, and furnishes a perfect field for The Old Story. 
the €xercise of what she says she likes best,the | | The Indians are often more skinned against 
art of housekeeping— Decorator andFurnisher. | than skinning.— Puck. 
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A Modern Brummel. 
ads . | We qrot t prices, and the value offered is indisputable. 
The London News has this to say of Ward| °"* "” ———— 


McAllister: His work shows that he is of FANCY ARTICLES 


that true dandy race who are born with the 
manner and the air, and who call to one an- 
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Is practically unlimited. 


Maiden’s Question. 
Tattered tramp at the door (to Miss Trotter 


. . . . . . 


’Tis in the gloaming by the river and upon a 
bank overgrown with soft, green moss, and 


_ 


was simply wondering how it was, when you 
have seen so many beautiful women, that you 
should choose me for your wife?” Then turn- 
ing wistfully to the young man she asked, 
‘*Dearest, will you never regret marrying a 
nobody?” 

“Sweetheart,” said Sir Francis, tenderly 
kissing the flower-like face, ‘‘ you must never 
say that again ; my wife could not be a ncbody. 
My darling, how can I tell you what you are to 











Emin and § tanley. 


me?” he added, passionately. ‘‘I can only re- 
peat Longfellow’s beautiful words: 
‘“* «In life’s delight, in death's dismay, 
In storm and sunsbine, night and day, 
In health, in sickness, in decay, 
Here and herea ter—I am thine.’ ”’ 
LAUGHING WATER, 
| 





I.—Staniy, traveling with his wife and 
mother-in-law, may be making more money 
than Emin, e 


———_____~« 





We have a very fine stock of Opera Glasses, 
Opera Fans, Curb Chain Bracelets, Curb Chain 
Rings—just the thing for Xmas presents. 
Brown’s, 110 Yonge street. 
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An Artistic Home. 


Miss Georgia Cayvan, the leading lady of the 
Lyceum Theater, has established her home in 
Harlem, New York City, and the following is 
a brief account of its interior. 

Entering the front door, the glass of which is 
backed by a curtain of Empire lace, the recep- 
tion room is reached, to the right of the door. 
way. The decoration is in pale turquoise blue 
and silver, and an empire lace curtain shades 
the window, backed by a drapery of blue Lib- 
erty tissue and a lattiae of silver cobweb, her 
own design. A large rug nearly covers the 
polished floor, and this a characteristic of all 
the apartments. There is not a carpet in the 
house, but rugs are to be encountered every- 
where. Achandelier depends from the ceiling, 
and on the mantel stands an elegant marble 
sculpture. The furniture of this room may be 
called cosmopolitan. There is a divan, made to 
order in Chicago, an easy chair from the same 
city, and another from Philadelphia, while 
other articles were purchased in New York, 
and the window draperies came from London, 
The general effect of this little reception room 
is ‘‘ restful.” 

Passing from the reception room, the foyer is 
entered, and this with the hall is decorated in 
pale buff. To the right of the foyer, and dir- 
ectly opposite the wide polished staircase, is 
the “smoking room,” although it is hardly 
necessary to state that nobody in tne house 
smokes. It isa small alcove, furnished with a 
lounge or ‘‘settle,” and shut off by heavy 
draperies depending from two Japanese spears. 
In this are hung lanterns and a number cf 
fancy articles; the effect is delightful. Angel 
lamps and lanterns, some of the most unique 
desizn, are scattered in different parts of the 
foyer, and when these are lighted a pretty 
effect is produced. Beyond the foyer comes the 
large parlor, decorated in yellow, with a deep 
frieze of yellow lilies, with large green leaves. 
Near the entrance is the piano, and back of 
| 





II.—But Emin is having a good deal more 
fun than Stanley. 














other through the ages, as deep might call unto 
deep. We doubt if any such man has appeared | 
since Brummel, or, at any rate, since Barbay 
d@’Aurevilly, who, only the other day, finished ; 
his noble career. There is a placid and self- 
contained coxcombry in such natures which 


passes the pride of kings. Kings they are by a 
diviner right, and the author of Society as I R POTTER & CO 
Have Found It, is the peer of the best of them, e ® 


in spite of the accident of his birth under the 
Stars and Stripes. His chapter on fashions in Cor. Queen and Portland Sts. 
Telephone 1384 





stationery is said to be the most complete 
thing in our language and of our time. His 


H. E. CLARKE & CO. 


105 King Street West 





this the ‘‘tea corner.” Here there is a couch 
and a tea table, and in the opposite corner, 
diagonally, another couch—a ‘‘settle,” as the 
New Englanders call it—invites to comfortable 
ease. The walls are hung with pictures, and 
the mantel is set off with vases of flowers and 
bric-a-brac. A curtain of heavy tapestry sepa- 
rates the foyer from the parlor. 

The entire second floor is devoted to her per- 
sonal use, but the front room is the most inter- 
esting. ‘There are scarcely books enough,” 
she says, “to call ita library, and itis hardly 
a study, so I call it the ‘Book Room.’” Its 
decorated in sage green, with a touch of old 
rose in the frieze. In the southeast corner 
stands the inevitable settee, and the cosiest 
and most comfortable of them all. Three well 
filled bookcases line the walls, which are hung 
with pic ures, some of them of theatrical cele- 
brities, George Frederick Cook, Mrs. Siddons, 
William Warren and Mounet Sully. There are 
forty scrap books in the room, but few of which 
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A Household Remedy. 


Ayer’s Pills are invaluable for children,} Ayer’s Pills are made from the cone 
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in ease of an emergency. ** I have used | properties of purely vegetable substances, 
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fifteen years. I give them to my children, safer than pills made by the ordinary 
in preference to any other physic, and | process, with powdered drugs. **T have 
We | used Ayer’s Pills from childhood. They 














ulways With satisfactory results. ae 
consider this medicine a household neces- | have been my family medicine for years, 
sitv, and would not be without it. — B. F.| and never fail to give perfect satisfaction. 
— Mrs. C. E. Clark, Tewksbury, Mass. 

I have ised Ayer's Cathartic Pills, inj Ayer’s Cathartic Pills are considered & 
my family, for ‘ten years. They are | household necessity to my customers, a 
pleasant and safe to take, and agree with | always give perfect satisfaction, Our 

MY CHILDREN BEST PHYSICIANS 
, i snow p , * use them in their practice.— 
oetter than any medicine known to me. invariably use_them in ir pra 
For stomach, liver, and bowel complaints, | Calvin Tilton, Druggist, Allendale, Mo. 
1 consider Ayer's Pills unequalled.—] wre have used Ayer’s Sugar-Coated Pills 
Mrs. Helen H, French, Jackson, Mich. many Years, end chink them = aoe safe 
hicks - over twenty “excelle ily aperient.—A. B. 

I huve used Ayer’s Pills for over twenty and excellent family rient : 
veurs, and am acer without them. As a/ Foster, Children’s [lome, Westville, Conn, 
family medicine they are unsurpassed. —| Por the past five years T was seldom 
Jetlerson S. Teunis, New Hampshire, O-| treo from the torturing pains of Neus 

rer’s Pi t t last I discovered a re 

I haye used Ayer’s Pills many years, injraigih, <A ’ 
my practice and in my family, and have E Ayer’s Cathartic Pills, which 


Stevenson, Yonkers, N. Y. 


nd them entirely satisfactory as a|only afforded immediate relief, but have 
en sundieine. George E. Waller, | completely cured me.— Mrs. Lemuel N. 
M. D., Martinsville, Va. Hunnewell, McConnellsburgh, Pa. 
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Music. 


The Toronto Symphony Orchestra gave its 
third concert of this season on Thursday even- 
ing of last week, before a large audience. The 
playing of the orchestra was not all that a 
bright, imaginative fancy painted it, some 
occult influence having been at work to pre- 
vent a performance of such a degree of excel- 
lence as would have been commensurate with 
the general progress in the direction of prc- 
ficiency shown by the two previous concerts of 
this organization. I have been told that the 
work of dismantling the Pavilion after the 
handsome display of decorative art which made 
the old barn a scene of dazzling brightness for 
the Yacht Club Ball was so very active and 
obtrusive as to interfere with the final rehear- 
sal oa Thursday afternoon, but this would 
hardly account for the decided evidence of 
*‘ rattling” that was obvious to all observers 
and hearers*at the concert. The usual rule of 
putting up a light overture or march for the 
opening number, which would serve for a 
‘‘tune-up,” was departed from, and William 
Tell was made to serve as the entree. 


This was played in very fair style, and was 
one of the best numbers on the programme. 
The quartette of cellos was very effective, and 
the attacks were prompt and decided, Good 
tone and nice shading were characteristic of 
the rendition of this piece. But in the next 
the trouble commenced. Attacks became un- 
certain, and the tone was nervous in quality, 
and the phrasing seemed to get lost. In the 
Traumbilder a little zither solo was badly 
stumbled over, with equal uncertainty in the 
accompaniment, but after all the piece was 
redemanded. The Saltarello by Gounod served 
to brace up the orchestra once more, and it 
was splendidly played. The Masse overture, 
The Marriage of Jeannette also received a 
thoroughly good rendition. 

* 





After this the work went down a little again 
and Langey’s Arabian Serenade was com- 
menced, with s‘rings, pizzicato and no solo 
instruments audible. The yreat March In 
dienne was very effective with the splendid 
fulness of tone imparted by the band of the 
Queen’s Own Rifles, but after all Ido not think 
that it makes a good concert piece. The repeti- 
tions in it become tiresome when not relieved 
by the sight of the pageant supposed to be 
going on on the stage. Mrs, Clara E Shilton 
was at her best, and gave a fine rendering of 
E Strano from La Traviata. Her voice is rich 
and full, very sweet in quality, and is gaining 
in lightness and brightness. The 4d.fficult 
florid passages were sung with great ease and 
fluency and she won a well deserved recall. 
Weil's Spring Song is rather a heavy composi- 
tion for so bright a subject, still Mrs. Shilton 
made it a very acceptable number on the pro- 
gramme. Mr. Herbert L. Clarke for once 
left the realm of polkas ‘‘and sich,” 
and gave us a very ambitious solo for the 
cornet, a Chanson d’ Amour by Iseman, which 
he played splendidly. The next concert by the 
orchestra will take place on March 5, in con- 
junction with the Choral Society, by which 
time all its friends hope to see it recovered 
drom the momentary “ rattle.” 


A very nice programme of sacred music was 
given at the Central Methodist Church on 
Monday evening, by the choir of the Church, 
under T. C. Jeffers, organist and conductor. 
The performers were, in addition to the choris- 
ters : Miss Ida Hatch, Mr. T. C. Jeffers, Mr. H. 
L. Clarke, and Mr. K., G. Kirby. 


At the conversazione given by the Toronto 
Bcycle Club at the Academy of Music on 
‘Tuesday evening of last week, en excellent 
programme of music was well carried out, the 
following being the items: Gondolier waltz, 
by the Bicycle Orchestra ; Comrades in Arms, 
the Glee Club; Douglas Gordon, Miss May 
Cooper ; cornet solo, M-, H. L. Clarke ; Robin 
Adair, Schumann Male Quartette; Thady and 
I, Mes. R. J. Hall; Faust, the Bicycle Orchee- 
tra: Across the Still Lagoon, Mrs. Hall and 
Miss Cooper; Thou Art My Queen, Mr. R. J. 
Hall ; song (by request), Signor Milnoiri; Barn- 
yard Galop, the Orchestra. 


Last week Miss Annie Langstaff, who has 
been for three years leading soprano of the 
choir of the Church of the Redeemer, was 
married to Mr, John Donaghy of Quebec. The 
wedding was musical in character, the chancel 
being occupied by a large choir, with Mr. 








Giuseppe Dinelli at the organ, and Mr, E, W. 
Schuch as director. The choir gave Mrs, 
Donaghy a handsome wedding present in the 
shape of a silver tea service in evidence of its 
recognition of her zeal and good nature while 


on its staff. rs 


Next week will be a busy week musically. 
O. Tuesday the Mozart Quartette—Mrs. Clara 
F, Shilton, Frau Dunbar Moravetz, Mr. H srold 
Jarvis and Mr. E, W. Schuch—will make its 
debut at the Parkdale Methodist church. 
Thursday evening Heintzman’s band makes its 
bow under its new conductor, Mr. H. L. Clarke, 
at the Pavilion, with Mrs. Frank Mackelcan 
and Miss Gaylord, Messrs. Schuch, Reimers 
and Ramsay as soloists, The young lad Wil 
liams, principal boy soprano of Westminster 
Abb>y, has created a great stir in Mont- 
real. The newspaper press of that city 
are as one in the opinion that he far 
excels anything in the way of boy singers 
hitherto known in this country. I hear that | 


the enthusiasm in Montreal in fact went so far’ 


that popular price tickets were withdrawn 
after audiences of 5,000 per night were secured 
and hundreds of persons were obliged to turn 
away from the doors on the nights of the con- 
certs. The evenings of Tuesday, Wednesday 
and Thursday of next week are set for Wil- 
liams’ appearance in Toronto, and the hall 
plans as they now appear at Messrs, Nord- 
heimer, indicate that the managers of the 
Auditorium, where the concerts are to take 
place, will have a particularly busy time of it. 


Oa Monday evening the second quarterly 
concert of the Toronto Conservatory of Music 
was held at the Association Hall and was well 
attended, The pupils of the institution 
showed to great advantage, and their efforts 
met with warm applause. The singers were: 
Miss Sophie Foad, Mrs. Alfred Wigmore, Mr. 
Bruce Bradley, Miss Anna McWhinney, Miss 
Lizzie L, Walker, Miss Mary Pridham, Miss 
Clara Code, and Miss Laura Harper. The 
instrumentalists were: Miss Florence Brown, 
Miss Jessie Darling, Miss Mary Johnston, Miss 
Lena M. Hayes, Miss Louie McDowell, Miss 
Maude Fairbairn, and Miss Lonie Reeve, with 
Miss Hermenia Walker, Miss Eva May as 


elocutionists, . ; 


The Canadian College of Organists is en- 
deavoring to popularize its people and its ob- 
jects with the various constituencies its princi- 
pal members occupy, and with very successful 
results. On Saturday last, Mr. William Reed, 
organist of the American Presbyterian church 
in Montreal, a member of the council of the 
college, gave an organ recital before a large 
audience, during which he played Sir Robert 
Stewart's Concert Fantasia in D minor, Guil- 
mant’s Cantilene Pastoralo, Gigout’s March de 
Fete, Mendelssohn’s Sixth Sonata, Buck’s 
Rondo Caprice, and Lemmen’s Ita Missa Est. 
Mr. J. E. P, Aldous of Hamilton will give a 
concert to popularize this body in the Ambiti- 
ous City, apd the local winners of the A, C. O. 
(Canada) degree will give a recital for the same 
object, to be held in Music Hall of the College 
of Music, at which several church compositions 
of native composers will be introduced, among 
which are some from the pen of Mr. Reed of 
Montrea), which have been published by 


Schirmer of New York. 
: 


Mr. A. S. Vogt, the popular organist of Jarvis 
street Baptist church, is preparing a series of 
l ctures upon The Development of Opera, 
the first of which will be delivered in the Col- 
lege of Music within the next few weeks, tak- 
ing in the period from the inception of opera 
under Peri and Caccini and its gradual develop- 
ment to the time of the production of Bee- 
thoven’s Fidelio, This lecture will be followed 
by two others, dealing specially with the 
modern Romantic School, the last of the series 
being devoted to Wagner, and all of them be- 
i».g liberally illustrated by examples from re- 
preientative works of the great operatic re- 
formers, Mr. Vogt’s well-known thoroughness 
in any literary work he undertakes will be a 
sufficient guarantee of the interesting nature 
of the lectures he has arranged to provide for 
the music students of our city. 


The Toronto Vocal Society has arranged to 
give its second concert this season, on Tuesday 
evening, April 21. METRONOME, 





The Drama. 
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ences to 
\the Grand 
i“ Opera 
House this 
week. It 
is a lively, go-as-you please sort of piece, which 
does not ask any serious consideration, but 
which has a laugh in every line and fun in 
every action. The County Fair is evidently 
one of the progeny of The Old Homestead and 
its wonderful success. There is the same 
absence of a distinct plot, and the interest is 
built up on quaintness of character, action and 
speech as displayed in the simple-minded, 
shrewd and close-fisted New England farmer. 
All these plays make something out of the un- 
tutored granger’s first awful introduction to 
life in the metropolis. This chance for a dis- 
play of fun is too good to be lost. In The Old 
Homestead we see Uncle Josh in the very 
middle of the “thickly settled” town disport- 
ing himself with all the unconscious grace of 
an ox inatoyshop. In The County Fair, how- 
ever, we are allowed only to imagine what a 
figure the redoubtable Otis Tucker would cut 
when he went “daown tew York.” From 
the few suggestions and hints let fall by him- 
self on his return and his appearance in 
‘*them genoowine store clothes,”¢the imagina- 
tion is assisted to many highly-amusing situa- 
tions. There is a large element of pathos in 
The Old Homestead which does not enter into 
The County Fair. In The County Fair the 
chief element of disturbance is that most fre- 
quent thorn in the side of the rural populace— 
a mortgage. This mortgage is personified, or in 
other words, is held by a measly-locking neigh- 
bor named Hammerhead, who is not half as 
villainous as he might be. He makes things 
rather disagreeable, however, for Miss Abigal 
Prue, the owner of the mortgaged farm, by 
giving her the alternative of marrying him or 
losing her farm. This prospect, though un- 
pleasant, does not frighten Miss Prue, for 
though loth to lose her farm, she has her ador- 
ing suitor, Otis Tucker, to guard her from 
Hammerhead and starvation. Otis has been 
bringing her paper up from the postoffice every 
Wednesday night for fourteen years, so that 
she feels pretty sure of him. The mortgage 
fiend is finally foiled by Aunt Abigal’s colt— 
which has been secretly trained to run by a 
waif she adopted—winning a purse“of $3,000 at 
the county fair. This, with a marriage license 
from Otis Tucker, and the discovery that sev- 
eral of the waifs she adopted were of her own 
kith and kin, makes Aunt Abigal happy. 
The machine by which the horse race is actu- 
ally represented is une of the realistic triumphs 
of this realistic age. By means of a rapidly- 





















































































moving plane, on which the horses are placed, 
they are forced to actually run, and run rap- 
idly, to retain their teet. The principle is much 
the same as the old-fashioned dog churn, only 
that ins‘ead of the animals making the machine 
work, the revolving machine makes the ani- 
mals move. The part of Abigal Prue is admir- 
ably taken by Maria Bates, and Otis Tucker is 
excellently presented by Mr. Thomas McGrath. 
The rest of the cast is well up to the mark. 





The procession of variety shows seems this 
season to have no ending. It seems as if all 
the theatrical energy of the country were run- 
ning to variety and farce. Asa matter of fact 
there is more truth than poetry in this. The 
farce-comedy wave struck America two or 
three years ago and has swept it. I should 
think this might have something to do with 
the current depression in theatrical business. 
It may have something to do with the report 
that nearly half of the companies organized to 
tour America this season have resolved them- 
selves into their original factors and are 
known on “the road” no more, That which 
is built on folly must end in disaster, 
for while a little nonsense may be 
relished by wise men as well as foolish, 
still when it gets to be all nonsense the great 
public arises, makes one devastating kick and 
someone gets hurt. Thisis probably what is 
troubling the people who thought they were 
going to transmute their nonsense into gold. 
There are a good many people inthe world 
and, as Carlyle said, ‘‘ mostly fools,” but there is 
a limit to their nonsense absorbing capacity 
and I think that limit has been reached. The 
reactionary wave has probably set it and ere 
long we'll be panting for a good farce-comedy 
company ina desert of legitimate drama and 
howling melodramatic plays. 


Whallen and Martell’s mammoth combina- 
tion which played at the Academy all week is 
not such a mammoth as one might think. It 
has two or three good features, but on the 
whole the show is not up to the standard 
of many of the variety shows which have pre- 
ceded it this season. Prof. W. Kappes tight 
wire specialty is worthy of commendation. 
The performance of the Martell family is 
fairly gooi and Rouclere does some pretty fair 
juggling. Manager Greene advertises a splen- 
did attraction for the last three nights of next 
week. Thisis the great German comedian J, 
K. Emmet in Uncle Joe or Fritz in a Mad- 
house. It bas been said of Emmet that he can- 
not act at all, but he can get two or three 
children about him on the stage and can play 
with them, talk to them and sing to them in 
such a way as to enthrall his audience and 
move them alternately to laughter and tears. 





At Jacobs & Sparrow’s is being presented 
this week a performance of unusual merit in 
Jim the Penman. Though Jim the Penman is 
getting to be very well known to habitual 
theater-goers it still retains a wonderful grasp 
on public favor. It is undoubtedly one of the 
most powerful plays produced in modern times. 
In its strong characterization and admirable 
construction, its cumulative interest and 
absorbing climax, it has been rarely 
equalled. But the best of plays get worn 
by undue repitition and Jim the Penman 
will probably soon be laid on the shelf to 
await a revival in fifteen or twenty years 
hence, But to those who have not seen this 
play it might be said that they have a treat in 
store, The name of A. M. Palmer in connec- 
tion with the company playing it at Jacobs 
this week is a sufficient guarantee that it is far 
above the average and were it not, the name of 
Harry Eytinge as the Baron Hartfeld of the 
cast should carry assurance. In my review of 
the performance of this play in SATtuRDAY 
Nicut three years ago, I remember then giving 
Mr. Eytinge credit for doing work equal to the 
best in the cast. He was, I believe, the original 
American Baron and made it such a success at 
the Madison Square theater that he for a long 
time bore the soubriquet of *‘the bad baron.” 
The character of the Penman is very well taken 
by Charles H. Riegel. Mr. Hardy Vernon 
makes a strong Louis Percival, while the 
sleepy Captain Redwood is capably interpreted 
by Mr. Edwin Travers. Nina is in the hands 
of Miss Louis> Rial, who brings a great deal of 
genius and thought to the impersonation of 
this difficult character. An efficient support is 
furnished by the rest of the company. 





DRAMATIC NOTES. 

William Archer's criticism on Mrs. Langtry’s 
Cleopatra is°‘everywhere pronounced to be the 
most severe on record. Here it is: “‘ Purple 
patches of Shakespeare swimming in a pris- 
matic scintillant maelstrom of spectacle.” 

A theatrical manager says: “In a great 
many instances, and in some of the largest 
cities, the opera houses are either managed 
directly or controlled by women, and many of 
the theatrical organizations now on the road 
have a manageress instead ofa manager. It 
seems odd enough, but it is nevertheless true 
that there are not half-a-dozen managers in the 
whole profession worth a half million dollars, 
yet there are certainly five women who man- 
age their own companies who can boast of 
wealth even exceeding this amount, namely: 
Lotta, Sara Bernhardt, Lily Langtry, Modjeska, 
and the late Emma Abbott.” 

A Paris correspondent says of Sardou, the 
great French dramatist: ‘‘Sardou has few 
friends. The only way to gain his favor isto 
feed him with flattery. His wonderful success 
bas transformed the timid, hard-working 
writer of other days into a colossal egotist. In 
manner, he is brusque and dictatorial. All the 
artists at the theater are afraid of him, for he 
is the most arduous of taskmasters during a 
rehearsal, Only the ‘divine Sarah’ can tame 
this dramatic bear. She goes to him for ideas, 
but she does not allow him to order her around. 
What has aroused the ire of Parisians lately is 
his reply when asked his opinion of Lamartine, 
whose statue has just been unveiled with great 
pomp and ceremony. ‘I've got other things to 
think about than the eulogy of Lamartine,’ 
said Sardou ; ‘he played us a bad turn in 1848 
In a republic with three consu!s, Lamartine, 
Hugo, and Danton ran off to the savages.” 

An American paper says: ‘“‘ People goto the 
theater to be entertained. They may some- 
times get serious or interesting thoughts 
aroused by 3 play. But, as for educacion, there 


















































































































































































































is none to be had now, at least only once ina 
while, except in manners. Our manners are 
born of the stage. The fact that Americans go 
so much to the theater gives them a style, 
gives them a knowledge of the amenities of 
the life in what are called the upper circles, 
which accounts for the hoodlum raising his hat 
to the young woman on the street, and the 
affectation of Nob Hill receptions at a Tar Flat 
ball. You will note it, too, to some extent in 
conversation, where the fashion of speech used 
on the stage is used very often quite uncon- 
sciously. It is responsible, perhaps, also for the 
sentimental dissatisfaction which makes many 
girls’ lives unhappy, Their sweethearts co 
not talk to them as the handsome actor talks 
to the leading lady in the play. But what 
education the stage gives is false, unnatural, 
and never agrees with hard experience. Peo- 
ple know that all this stage stuff is unreal, but 
mankind is an imitative ‘animal and can’t 
help the unconscious copy. Did you ever 
‘watch a young man in conversation with a 
pretty girl he has just been introduced to at a 
ball? The affectation of style, the extravagant 
key of voice, the overdone laugh, the exaggera- 
tion of politeness—all these, where did he get 
them? ‘They are not natural, they -are not 
even agreeable. They are all borrowed from 
the stage and from the nove]. This is why the 
simplest manners are always so effective ; they 
are real,” 








Varsity Chat. 


It is now one year since the great fire, for 
such we may call it. The University seemed 
at first to have decidedly suffered by the 
calamity that had so suddenly befallen her on 
a night when her sons and daughters were to 
make merry according to the formalities of es- 
tablished custom in connection with the annual 
conversazione. Out of the ruins, however, 
*Varsity is rising up with greater strength 
than ever. Who has not heard of our alma 
mater ? Like Solomon of old she has received 
gifts from kings, queens, principalities and 
powers. All nations have taken an interest in 
our institution. The letters, pamphlets, docu- 
ments and books received during the past year 
by the University authorities connect us 
with the greatest men and most powerful in- 
stitutions in the world. A university does not 
depend solely for its existence on stone and 
mortar. These things decay, but the spirit of 
learning never loses its power. It passes on 
from age to age, stirring men up to fine 
thoughts and noble deeds. This spirit forever 
burns bright in the scholastic breast and hope 
is thereby enlivened. The burning lamp which 
adorns the heraldic shield of the ’Varsity will 
to future generations be the emblem of light 
and reason. ’Varsity has wrought much good 
in the past, her power is on the increase and 
her friends need not despair of her future. 

* 





The members of the Y. M. C. A. have issued 
a neat card containing a schédule of the meet- 
ings for this term. The nembers of the execu- 
tive committee are: President, I. O. Stringer; 
first vice-president, G. W. Robinson; second 
vice-president, C. H. Mitchell ; treasurer, G. 
E. McCraney ; recording secretary, C. R. Wil- 
liamson; councillors, N. McDougall, D. A. 
Souter ; general secretary, H. B. Fraser, B. A. 
Theconveners of committees are: Bible study, 
F. R. Lillie; rooms and reading rooms, W. 
Hardie; membership, G. T. Graham ; inter- 
collegiate, J. McNichol; devotional, N. I. 
Perry; city missions, E. A. Henry; foreign 
missions, W. R. McIntosh; social purity, A, 
McMillan, At the regular meeting on Thurs- 
day of this week the delegates who attended 
the inter-provincial convention presented their 
report. 


* 

The doctrines of Henry George do not appear 
to be on the wane, for they are more freely dis- 
cussed from day to day, and numerous advo- 
cates of his theories in some form or other are 
to be found. The students of political science 
devote much time in endeavoring to discover 
what is true and what is false in such theories, 
To assist them in this Prof, Ashley, on Monday 
morning last, delivered a lecture before the 
Political Science Club of '93, on the Single Tax. 
The professor is, for many reasons, not in favor 
of the Single Tax, and he thinks it is unfortu- 
nate that by such a theory men’s minds should 
be diverted from proper economic principles. 
The great social problem could never be solved 
by the Single Tax, for the theory was not cor- 
rect nor in accord with the principles of true 
justice. . 


Hon. David Mills, L.L.B., spoke ‘‘a word in 
season” to the fourth year class in Political 
Science as he was concluding his lectures for 
the year last week. He cautioned his class not 
to become imbued with the idea that they, 
while at college, had learned everything that 
was worth knowing, for they would find out 
that the difficult problems of life had not yet 
been solved by them. If they were strongly 
equipped with true principles when they 
graduated they would be sure of success. 

® 


J. J. McLaren, LL.D., Q.C., has completed 
his lectures on The Comparative Jurisprudence 
of the Provinces of Ontario and Quebec. The 
lectures were very interesting, and many dif- 
ferences between our case law and the code in 
Quebec were pointed out. The more there is 
said about Canada and her early history the 
more we find out that there is much which 
would be valuable for us to know. It is in- 
deed strange that Canadian history should be 
80 much neglected at our Provincial University, 
A change, however, is coming over the vision 
of the past dreams of the authorities and now 
Canadian matters receive a little toleration. 


. 

The missionary sent out to Korea under the 
auspices of the Medical Students’ Y. M. C. A. 
is in distress. The doctors have not supported 
him liberally. He has cabled for more money 
and the Mission Board is now putting forth 
special efforts to send him two hundred dollars 
this week. Surely this good work will not be 
allowed to fail for want of practical sympathy 
on the part of those who are living in comfort 
and luxury at home. Dr. Hardie and his 
family have left all their friends and relatives, 
to devote themselves to the preaching of the 
Gospel tothe Koreans, and itis to be hoped 


that the amount required will be made up at 
once. Subscriptions will be acknowled 

the Treasurer, Dr. Harley Smith, 256 Spadina 
avenue Toronto. Drax ALEEN, 


Bashful John. 


Por Saturday Night. 
The summer sun had sunk to rest, 
The shades of evening come, 
As John Todd walked by Mary Gray 
To safely ‘‘ see her home.” 


For long had Johnnie's heart been hers, 
He fain had made this clear, 

But when he oped his mouth to speak 
In jumped a little fear. 


It filled his throat till scarce he could 
Draw breath, it tied his tongue, 

It made his heart-beats sound to him 
As pounded on a drum. 


It shook his knees, it stole the blooi 
From out bis cheeks’ red brown, 

It made all objects to his sight, 
Seem dancing up and down. 


In fact it interfered so much 
(This “' little div” of fear) 

With his internal management 
It made him feel most queer. 


Something there seemed that changed his words, 
And though he meant to say, 

** T love you, darling,” he remarked, 
“ It’s been a lovely day.” 





And when he thought this time for sure, 
He would his passion tell, 

He heard himself say (cowardly Jack !) 
‘* T hope your mother’s well.” 


Their walk ¢eventless might have been 
If Mary had not stumbled, 

And into John’s q1ick out-stretched arms 
Ingloriously tumbled. 


When in his longing clasp he felt 
That all he loved was nestled, 

The words came thronging to his lips, 
And love with shyness wrestled. 


As when the sunshine melts the ice 
On some deep-flowing river, 

His heart’s warmth stirred him, quick he cried, 
** Ah, Love! stay here forever!” 


**T love you! love you! darling ! sweet ! 
How could I bear my life 

Without you? Tell me, dearest heart, 
That you will be my wife.” 


And s0 on, though she thought his speech 
Moat elcquent for certain, 

To us, this feeling might not reach, 
So let us drop the curtain. 


Suffi ve to find, ‘‘in face of men 
And in the sight of God” 
That, later on, sweet Mary Gray 
Was changed to Mary Todd. A. A. 


St. Valentine and Cupid. 


Saint Valentine, long years ago, 
Upon his natal day, 

Across the meadows white with snow 
Delighted took his way. 

The snow, unbroken since its fall 
By bird or beast or man, 

Lay o’er the hills and valleys all, 

And decked the rugged spruces tall, 
As only Nature can. 


The sun, careering up on high, 
Threw down his glittering beams 

From out a clear, unclouded sky 
In such abundant streams 

Of light that never mortal eye 
Beheld a fairer sight ; 

For scattered wide both far and near 

He made unnumbered hosts appe ir 
Of diamonds sparkling bright. 


Saint Valentine in joyful mood 
Had crossed the meadows wide ; 

He took the pathway thro’ the wood, 
When, by an oak-tree’s side, 

That close beside the foot-path stood, 
A naked babe he spied. 

His shoulders bore a pair of wings, 

A short bow, with a score of strings, 
Lay by him in the snow ; 

Asleep he lay, and sleeping smiled, 

While ‘round and o’er the lovely child 
Hung beauty’s charming glow. 


The good saint stood transfixed—amazed, 
As on the slumb’ring babe he gaz2d. 
‘* What’s here’? Can I believe my eyes’ 
Belongs this babe in Paradise, 
Or in this world below ? 
He surely must be frozen quite. 
Hullo here! What’s your name ? 
Whoe’er has left you in this plight 
Is surely much to blame. 
How came you here?” The urchin yawned 
And rubbed his starry eyes ; 
Then raised himself and looked around 
In sleepy, mild surprise. 


“* My name’s Dan Cupid, sir,” said he, 
And emiled a winning smile ; 

‘* I'd just lain down beneath this tree 
To rest a little while.” 


‘* But would you not soon freeze to death? ” 
Exclaimed Saint Valentine. 
‘0, no! Cold winter’s icy breath 
Affects not me nor mine. 
True love no frosts can ever chill, 
No storms can drive away ; 
Naught but indifference can kill, 
Or check him in his sway. 
And these, my brightly polished darts, 
Bear e’er the magic power 
To swell each joy of human hearts 
And comfort sorrow’s hour ” 


‘* But, then, do they not wound as well?” 

Inquired Saint Valentine. 

Said Cupid: ‘“ Yes; but let me tell 
About these darts of mine. 

They wound, 'tis true ; but notice take 
That in themselves they bear 

A healing for all wounds they make— 
‘Tis so, I do declare. 


** Now shall I have the pleasant task 

With love to fill your soul ? 

I'll grant whate’er you choose to ask 
If 'tis in my control,” 

Said Cupid, as bis bow he drew 
And fixed in place a dart ; 

Like lightning-flash the arrow flew 
And pierced the good saint’s heart. 


A look of rapture, strange and new, 
O’erspread his kindly face. 
Said he: ‘ This boon I atk of you— 
That I may take your place 
On this day in each coming year, 
And bear your magic bow, 
That I may cause this rapture dear 
Through other hearts to flow.” 
Said Dan: ‘‘ My word I pledged to you, 
And Love's own word is ever true.” - 
And so each year, on this same day, 
Saint Valentine holds royal sway 
O’er all hearts here below, 
And whiles his happiest hours away 
By using Cupid's bow. 
H. M. Piscunay in N.Y. Le iger. 


Honeyed Words. 


She—I am sorry you must be gol 
He—It doesn’t Jabiee, Wied ane ecsis you 


he is already gone.— Life. 
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Noted Peopie. 


Judge Holmes, son of the Autocrat of the 
Breakfast Table, is said to be the only justice 
on the Massachusetts supreme court bench who 
enjoys writing out an opinion, His associates 
prefer oral utterances, 

The late George. Bancroft, historian, was 
particularly sensible to the charms of young 
girls. He is said to have reproached a New- 
port bud on one occasion, some years ago, be- 
ciuse she did not call him ‘‘ George.” 

Mrs. Rider Haggard left three children at 
home to accompany her husband on his jour- 
ney into the shadowy regions of Aztecland. 
Mrs. Haggard has made friends among the 
ladies of New York who met her at several 
receptions. She is a pretty English woman, 
plump, florid, as English women like to be, and 
unaffected. 

George Meredith, it is said, writes in a little 
cottage of two rooms standing in the garden of 
his house. He works in the morning, and after 
giving his MSS, to his daughter to copy, pro- 
ceeds to study and to translate the classics. 
As for worldly affairs, he is a ward in chancery 
and has a moderate fortune. 


M. Chauchard, the French purchaser of the 
Angelus from the American Art Association, 
is one of the largest stockholders in the famous 
Parisian dry goods shop the Magasin du 
Louvre, and was one of the founders of the 
establishment. His private art gallery con- 
tains many fine paintings, and all will probably 
be bequeathed to the museum of the Louvre at 
M. Chauchard’s death. 


The news that the late Duke of Bedford com- 
mitted suicide will surprise no one wno recalls 
his impatience under even the most trivial 
kind of annoyances, says Modern Society. His 
was not a passionate nature by any manner of 
means, but he had so exalted an idea of him- 
s2lf that he could not imagine how the Deity 
could possibly have the audacity to visit him, 
the Duke of Bedford, with sickness and pain. 
It is ironical, indeed, that one of the most 
powerful nobles of the most phlegmatic coun- 
try in the world should, with his own hand, 
put a term to his existence with a bullet just 
like a love sick and starving Italian poet ! 


The Emperor William of Germany, as is well 
known, is afflicted with a malady in his ear, 
which at times makes him suffer greatly. One 
day, after being out hunting in the rain and 
wind, the pain was so great that the doctors 
ordered him injections of morphia, The Em- 
peror decided to have a medical consultation 
with Drs, Bergmann and Seves and two friends 
of Dr. Koch. The question asked by the young 
Sovereign was, ‘‘Is my illness of a cancerous 
natute, or tuberculous?” The doctors were of 
opinion that it partook of this latter. It was 
then that the Emperor himself decided that 
experiments should be made on mankind, not- 
withstanding Koch’s remonstrances, who de- 
clared that the results might not be the same 
on men as on animals. Notwithstanding this, 
the experiments were made, and as everyone 
knows, the Emperor followed them with pas- 
sionate zeal and curiosity, which can be easily 
understood when the reason is known. It re- 
mains to be seen if His Majesty feels suftici- 
ently convinced to submit himself to the same 
treatment. 

It is announced that Mr, Richard Harding 
Davis is, at the beginning of next month, to be 
associated in the editorship of Harper's Weekly. 
Mr. Davis is only twenty-six years of age. “He 
is the son of the well-known journalist, Mr, L. 
Clarke Davis of Philadelphia, and of Mrs. 
Rebecca Harding Davis, whose brilliant work 
in fiction is known in every cultivated Ameri- 
can home, Yo&ng as he is, Mr. R. H. Davis 
has already won his spurs, both as a journalist 
and as a story-writer. He was a student at 
the Lehigh University and at Johns Hopkins, 
and was afterward for three years associated 
with Philadelphia journalism. On his return, 
in 1889, from Europe, where he had been a cor- 
respondent for the Philadelphia Evening Tele- 
graph, he was engaged as a special writer for 
the New York Evening Sun, for which paper 
he wrote the original and picturesque series of 
Van Bibber Stories. His first short story, 
growing out of his passion for foot-ball, was 
published in St, Nicholas in 1886. His more 
recent tales, Gallagher, A Walk up the Avenue, 
The Cynical Miss Catherwaight, and My Dis- 
reputable Friend, Mr. Raegen, have given him 
a popularity so sudden as to be comparable 
only with that recently attained by Mr. 
Rudyard Kipling. - 

Colonel Cody’s (Buffalo Bill) eldest daughter, 
Mis3 Arta, is a magnificent, queenly looking 
young woman, credited with having as much 
courage and self-confidence as her father. 
Many pretty stories of her pluck are told by 
the residents of North Platte. Among them is 
the following: Some years ago, when Miss 
Arta was about fourteen years of age, Cody 
had in his stable a large, handsome, high- 
spirited horse, who was particularly vicious— 
so much so, in fact, that Cody himself did not 
care about riding him. One day, Arta con- 
cluded that she would ride this horse, although 
the stableman sought to dissuade her. She 
was determined, however, and succeeded in 
getting a bridle on him,and then leaped nimbly 
on to his back. The horse reared and plunged, 
but the girl kept her seat. Finally the animal 
threw her. She was up again in an instant, 
and once more on his back. This time the 
animal threw her over his head, scratch: 
ing her face to a considerable degree. 
With blood streaming down her face, her eyes 
filled with tears, and her rage so great that 
she looked like a young tigress, she sprang to 
her feet, crying: ‘‘The brute, I'll ride him 
now if he kills me,” and, suiting the action to 
the word, gave the horse the mos} terrible 
beating he had ever received, and when she | kins’ meadow of wild cherry and mountain ash 
had completed, the animal was as docile as the | anc- young maple and juniper, swarded be- 
proverbial ‘‘ Old Dobbin,” and Miss Arta rode | neath the trees and speckled with dog-violets 
off triumphantly, while her father and the| and blue hyacinths and white five-starred 
stablemen looked on in astonishment. An-| pigeon flowers that turn into red berries. The 
other illustration of her confidence in her | birds came there in summer and sang carcls. 
ability to take care of herself is furnished by | When the wind blew high the branches sighed, 
the fact that one day. during Cody’s first trip | and when it blew low the leafage made a mur- 
to England, she was reading a letter from him, | murasofahymn. It was a little garden with 
and at once decided that she would like to see | no gardener and no wheelbarrow, That's 
her father again. That was on a Wednesday, | where they laid her, Hunter Duvar. 
at North Platte, Neb., and onthe tollowing| o na . 
Saturday she was on a steamer leaving New oie Jolmny.. salt Pi po, whore ane. r 


York for England, and traveled the entire 
dletanen at vn five thousand miles alone. said Johnny.—Harper’s Basar. 


Daddy’s Grandchild. 



















































suffices for chimney. 


educated eye. 


Iever? No, never.” 


known as “ Daddy.” 

This dubious citizen was a moral blot, a felon 
on the finger, a carbuncle on the nose of Wegg- 
ville. In earlier years she was drawn, by 
many of the clergy, as an inference from 
Original Sin. Later she was frequently 
drawn home in a_ hand cart. Her 
alleged husband had been a burglar of some 
eminence, who was shot, leaving an only son, 
not possessing his father’s genius, and never 
attaining a higher social position than boozer 
and corner loafer. It is a sorrowful truth that 
whom the gods love die young, therefore this 
estimable person asphyxiated himself by get- 
ting at a cask of forty-rod in transit, leaving to 
Daddy only her little grandchild Lily. 

It is observable in the economy of nature— 
a sweet flower sometimes grows from an ugly 
root ; so grew Lily, a sweet flower as became 
her name, When I first noticed her she was a 
little dot of a thing with b!ue eyes and a tink- 
ling laugh like a sleigh bell. She shot up 
rapidly, as these roly-poly children do, into a 
slim slip of a gicl useful for running of errands 
and holding babies when their mothers went 
around tothe store to buy needles and corn- 
starch. When not so employed she had a way 
of wandering into the woods and {making the 


her that she did not have a floral wreath in her 
hands or on her head. She had a perfect pas- 
sion for flowers. She was a general favorite. 
Workmen going to dinner would say to her 
‘*Hello! Lil.” Even boys (those most obnoxious 
of animals) refrained from shying stones and 
‘merely made faces at her as they passed. As 
‘she never owned a bonnet in her life, strangers 
would pat her beautiful fair hair and say akindly 
word and give her cents. This last was an in- 
discreet form of sympathy, for Daddy stole the 
money and converted it into whisky. More 
than one good neighbor would have adopted 
her, but her weird relative held on to her asa 
source of revenue. 

She was about ten years of age when the 
kind old doctor mentioned to some of us that 
the little girl Lily was not long for this world. 
Then the true-hearted sympathy for which 
Wegaville is noted, flowed out. Young ladies, 
in gangs of threes and fours to protect them- 
selves by numbers from the fearsome presence 
of Daddy, were wont to visit and care for the 
fading lily. Everybody was kind to her. Even 
the meek pastor of the Eclectics, with $300 a 
year of stipend, and who had cure of souls— 
although I never heard that he cured any—paid 
a dollar for a bottle of port wine for her, which 
Daddy drank. At Sunday school the girl had 
many little friends, When passing, these would 
frequently flatten their noses against one of 
the two panes of glass that remained in the 
window, and cal! : ‘‘ How are you, Lily dear?” 
and would then run away scared when they 
saw Daddy rising up inside like an exhalation. 

Lily faded rapidly. Her illness was short and 
painless. Her last words were: ‘‘I would like 
to be buried, please, where flowers grow.” 

As soon as her grandchild was dead, Daddy 
went around with a subscription list, but no- 
body gave her anything. 

The little girl’s triends proceeded to give her 
Christian burial. The Methodies and Emman- 
uelites and those of the Presbyter had no flow- 
ers in their God’s acre. Neither had the dis- 
ciples of John Baptist any sweet buds for 
Apollis to water. Their idea of a last rest- 
ing-place seemed to be to make it as 
horrid as possible. Two sister churches did 
have pretty flower plots among their graves, 
each communion with a gardener in a 
blue apron and a wheelbarrow, and to them 
her friends went, beseeching for four feet and 
a half by two to bury Lily in. The genial fla- 
men of the Universal Indubitable rolled his 
eyes and lips with kind unction and signified 
that as she had not received the last anoint- 
ment they w.ight dig a hole outside his fence 
and drop her in and he would waive all sec- 
tarian objection. The gentlemanly and ascetic 
Anglican regretted that the canons of his 
church forbade him to let her lie alongside 
of the deceased devout who had believed in 
the thirty-nine articles. 

There was a little clump at the end of Tump- 










































N the oute:and onl, 
suburb of Wegg- 
vile is a waste lot 
noted for its produc- 
tiveness i1 ferns and 
bramb'e vines, and on 
which there yet stands 
a fine specimen of the 
early architecture of 
this country, in. the 
siape of a mansion 
twelve feet by twelve in a-ea, built of un- 
barked logs and of the height of six linear feet 
to the slabs that form its roof. A nail-keg 
A single window frame 
that once held four panes of 5x7 glass, but of 
which two are now estopped with garments, 
gives character to the front. The north end 
having considerably subsided relieves the out- 
line from that rectangular monotony that is so 
detrimental to art. The color of the whole 
edifice is a muddy brown, pleasing to the 
Ono one occasion an eminent 
artist, struck with the peaceful and rustic, 
“bit,” erected his easel and was painting as- 
siduously when the occupant rushed out and 
drove him away with a broomstick. The 
artist was from New York, which caused him 
to exclaim “ha, ’pon ’onor, vulgar really ; did 


The occupant who was thus hostile to land- 
Scape art was a female person of advanced age, 
who, from the stubbly beard that adorned her 
chin, and her habit of wearing a battered sté¥e- 
pipe hat and a man’s jacket—thus allowing 
latitude of opinion in regard to her sex,—was 





acquaintance of squirrels, You seldom saw | 


Mr, Bordoft (looking wearily about him, and 
addressing himself in plaintive confidence) — 
This is terribly dull. I think [il make a bold 
dash and escape. I’ve really stayed as long as— 
(Feels a tap on his arm and turns quickly.) 
Mrs, Bearupp! 

Mrs. Bearupp—Mr. Bordoft! The very per- 
son I have been trying to find. Please come 
and be introduced to a—a—-young lady. 

Mr. Bordoft~Why this hesitation? Isn’t 
she young? (Aside.) Oh, that I had secured 
my hat and freedom ! 

Mrs. Bearupp—Yes, indeed ; young and very 
— She came with her aunt, Mrs. Takittin. 

pretty ! but the oddest creature! She says 
exactly what she means. 

Mr. Bordoft—Tien she is the woman I am 
dying to meet! 

Mrs. Bsarupp—Yes; it’s ac out- 
ga the way that girl keeps on telling the 
truth, 

_ Mr. Bordoft—I shall be charmed. 

Mrs. Bearupp--Oh, will you? But here she 
is—luckily, alone. Miss Plaintauk, let me 
— r. Bordoft, who has begged so piti- 

ully for this introduction. 

Miss Plaintauk (raising a pair of candid eyes 
and looking at Mr. Bordoft for the fraction of 
a second)—I can’t see why he should bs pitiful 
about it. Good evening. 

Mr. Bordoft-—-Delighted to have the honor. 
(Mrs. Bearupp smiles herself away.) One 
always meets such charming people here. Do 
you often come to Mrs. Bearupp’s Fridays? 

Miss Plaintauk (calmly)—I never came be- 
fore ; and I wish I hadn’t now. 

Mr. Bordoft—Ahem! You are not enjoying 
it, at all? 

Miss Plaintauk—There isn’t anything to 
enjoy, that I can discover. 

r. Bordoft—Perhaps you would like to 
dance? If so, I should be only too happy—— 





An Ideal Body and How to Clothe It | 


NE must learn to recog- 
nize beauty. Most eyes 
are untrained. A master- 
piece of art is meaningless 
to the uncultivated eye. 
Half a life-time may be spent 
in learning what to look for, 
to distinguish what is essen- 
tial, what is characteristic, 
and to eliminate the rest. 
The world, blinded by cus- 
tom and prejudice and thirst- 
ing for novelty, ignores real 
or ideal beauty, satisfying 
itself with fashien, adher- 
ing to one new form until 
wearied, then thoughtlessly accepting another, 
only to sigh fora fresh change, and to laugh 
over the last caprice. Fashion is not beauty. 
Fashion is fleeting ; beauty is eternal, the same 
through all ages. The essential characteristics 
which make up beauty never change. Details 
may vary and be beautiful according to circum- 
stances, but certain grand principles of art are 
fixed. Certain standards of beauty may be 
relied upon. One need not be swayed by the 
fancies of wne person, nor by the superficial 
theories of another. Good taste is based upon 
the knowledge of these principles. 





A Change of Opinion, 


Miss Plaintaak (with an air of surprise)—Do 

ou dance?—nicely, I mean—I’d just love to 

ave a waltz; but—I can’t. (Confidentially.) 
There's something the matter with my toe. — I 
think it'sa corn, and (solemnly) Aunt Alice 
thinks so, too, 

Mr. Bordoft (regaining his breath, after quite 
a gaya very sorry! May I stay and 
talk to you, then ? 

Miss Piaintauk—It depends a good deal on 
what you intend to talk about. 

Mr. Bordoft—Or—shall we take a turn 
through the rooms ¢ 

Miss Piaintauk—That’s even more stupid 
than talking. 

Mr. Bordoft—Well, it is interesting just to 
sit and watch the people, 

Miss Plaintauk—Oh, do you think so? 
(Stifles a yawn and gazes into the far, far 
aistance.) 

Mr. Bordofc (driven to his wit’s end)—You 
are not—ah—you don’t—ah, belong to New 
York? 

Miss Plaintauk—Oh, yes, indeed! All my 
people are New Yorkers. Plaintauk’s cigar- 
ettes—that’s papa’s concern. 

Mr. Bordoft (with augmented interest and 
respect)—Really ? It is said to be the largest 
in the country. 

Miss Plaintauk—And all within ten years. 
I remember when we kept a little store on 
First avenue and mother worked on coats. 
Just think! Father can barely write his 
name, and my brother Ed took the honors in 
literature at Yale last year; and—I'm a Vas- 
sar graduate |! 

Mr. Bordoft (believing he has at last found a 
key to favor)—Ah, I thought I recognized the 
Vassar air. 

Miss Plaintauk (smiling disdainfully)—The 
Vassar airs, you mean. I should be very sorry 
if I thought you were speaking the truth; but 


the side lines to form an awkward angle, in the 
hollow of which voluminous skirts are hung. 

One should study sculpture with the new 
knowledge of these proportions most thought- 
fully, till the rhythm of the lines has fast- 
ened itself upon the memory. Studying the 
pictures of the best artists of every age, we 
shall find these principles everywhere demon- 
strated. 

The charm of womanly proportion is in the 
long curve from armpit to ankle, which is so 
different from the beauty of a manly figure. 
The depression at the so-called waist line—only 
the meeting of two large muscles which, in a 
beautiful woman, should be slight— would bet- 
ter be ignored in the clothing, for the sake of 
the greater beauty of the whole sweep. 

It is to be understood that the long curves 
are made up of shorter contours, one gently 
melting into another. A form made up of 
graceful sweeps alone would be a weak, nerve- 
less, insipid thing. 

These proportions should be so understood, 
and so thoroughly appreciated, as to be always 
in mind, else a beautiful human form will not 
be recognized. Use physical exercises to attain 
the perfection of these curves. Hang pictures 
showing them where they may grow into your 
thoughts. 

A knowledge of these primary truths will 
assist in the making of gowns. For instance, 


Beauty of the human form is to-day exactly } to preserve the beauty of the front line of a 


what it was in ancient Greece; it is the same 
through all the centuries, however blind we 
are to its characteristics through ignorance. 
The consensus of ages is a true verdict, and 
classic forms become safe models. Greek sculp- 
ture was wrought when the body received its 
highest cultivation, and was so beautiful as to 
be called divine. 

This sculpture should be carefully and con- 
tinuously studied, as well as pictures of good 
nude figures. They are to be made familiar 
that one may learn why they are good, why 
they deserve admiration. Most people fancy 
they admire these classic models, but it must 
be in imagination only, else why should they 
allow themselves to exemplify false standards 
of form, and positively distort their own God- 
given bodies ? 

Searching for the highest standards of human 
torm, we discover that manly beauty and 
womanly beauty differ essentially. It is agreed 
that the type of manly proportion includes a 
comparatively large head, wide shoulders 
rather square, a torso tapering toa contracted 
pelvis; while the whole may be seven anda 
half heads in height, or an additional half head 
added to the length of the legs, giving a par- 
ticularly elegant figure. 

On the other hand, fine proportions for a 
woman are a small head, shoulders rather slop- 
ing and narrow, the torso full and widest at 
the hips; while the front line from the sternum 
over the abdomen should show first a gentle, 
and then a full outward curve. 

The conventional figure of the day is at vari- 
ance with this type. Every effort is made to 
imitate masculine characteristics. The shoul- 
ders are thrust up high and square, or made 
to appear 80; the torso is made to taper in; 
and everything under heaven is done to make 
the waist look small. The front line is forced 
to take an inward curve below the bust, and 


woman’s figure the lesser beauty of the curve 
of the spine may be sacrificed. Any garment 
snug enough to touch the backbone down a 
good part of its length will press the soft front 
line out of shape. 

An artist thoroughly in harmony with classic 
standards said a few days ago, ‘I have just 
seen a conventionally dressed woman who 
looked beautiful to me. Now what is the mat- 
ter with me?” 

That such a one should have received pleas- 
ure under the circumstances may be because 
conventional figures often have the same 
charm found in the symmetrical and elegant 
lines of ornament, or in those of a vase, a& 
newel-post, or a turret. There is a desirable 
elegance in length or height. Slender figures 
may attain this excellence. The lines of a 
stout figure may give the same satisfaction 
which we take in the form of a jug ora 
bottle. 

All this may be pleasing or otherwise, but 
such an effect is not human. Smooth, sheath- 
like garments suggest the enamel or glaze of 
pottery. They may be beautiful in color and 
texture, at the same time that they are wholly 
unsuited to the undulating motion of living 
beings. They are in every sense opposed to the 
necessary freedom of bone and muscle. The 


soul needs the freest, most elastic environment 
to encourage its full expression, Every means 
should be at hand to facilitate that expression, 
every avenue opened, every stiff, inflexible 
restraint removed, every intrusive restriction 
put out of the way.—F. L. S. Adams, in 
Harper's Bazar. 
TT 


Accounted For. 


“What's that awful noise in the next 
room?” asked the early guest at the banquet. 

‘That,” replied the newspaper reporter, who 
had already arrived with a sharp pencil and a 
sharper en **must be the table groaning 
under all the delicacies of the season.”— Norris- 
town Herald. 





Scene; Mrs, Bearupp’s Friday evening reception. A little languid music, a little languid dancing, a great deal of languid talking. 





| I know quite well there is no trac: of the Vas- 
sar brand on me. 

Mr. Bordoft—Ah—ah—well, what I really 
mean is, that your brightness, your poise of 
— added to so much grace and beaut y—er 
—a — 

Miss Piaintauk (looking at him point blank) 
—You find it hard to say what you really 
mean, 

Mr. Bordoft (aside)—How lovely her eyes 
are! and, by Jove—confound her, she is fasci- 
nating—adorable. It would be well worth 
while to interest such acreature. I can, and 
shall! (In an impressively earnest manner)— 
My dear Miss Piatntauk, I confess I am not at 
my best with you. You have a quickness, and 
brilliancy, an unusual mental alertness. 

Miss Plaintauk—Oh, thank you, very much, 
Mr. Bordoft ; but here comes my deliverance. 
Iam so glad! Dear auntie, you are acquainted 
with Mr. Bordoft? He has been trying so hard 
to entertain me. Shall we go now? Yes, do 
let us. I never was so tired and bored in all 
my life. Good night, Mr. Bordoft. If we 
could have danced, it wouldn’t have been so 
bad. I never mind how dull or prosy a man is, 
if he is a really nice partner, Good night. 

Mr. Bordoft (mentally, and gezing after 
Miss Piaintauk’s retreating beauty)—What an 
abominable woman! She ought not to be 
allowed at large among civiliz:d people. (A 
few moments later, to Mrs. Bearupp)—Such a 
delightful evening—but I really must tear my- 
self away. 

Mrs. Bearupp (archly)—Ah, now that Miss 
Plaintauk has gone! Isnt she original ? 

Mr. Bordoft—Oh, very! If all women were 
like her, society would be— 

Mrs. Bearupp (brightly)—-Yes—wouldn’t it? 

Mr. Bordoft—It woul i, indeed !—Madeline S. 
Bridges, in Puck, 








Osgoode Legal and Literary Society. 


The programme last Saturday evening was 
opened by the Glee Club with The Brigadier. 
Itis with sorrow I learn from good authority 
that we are not likely to listen to many more 
selections from them unless a revival takes 
place among our musical men. The society 
will view with unfeigned regret the possibility 
of their disbanding. It has endeavored bya 
liberal grant and enthusiastic appreciation of 
their efforts to encourage the sons of harmony 
who have made their dwelling amongst us, to 
come forward and make us sharers with them- 
selves in that gift of song in which so many of 
us are sadly deficient, but alas! ‘the best laid 
plans o’ mice and men gang aft aglee,” and we 
are afraid that this well laid plan is going to 
swell the great majority. Not because of any 
deficiency on the part of the lead‘ng spirits, for 
none could have worked harder than the Jones 
Bros. and Kingston, and perhaps a few of the 
others, but simply because the rank and file 
seem to lack the necessary interest. Pall your- 
selves together, children of song, and give the 
enterprise a fair chance! Let each individual 
member feel it incumbent upon him to attend 
the practice, even if he does have to sacrifice a 
little of his time and attention. Don’t we all 
have to make some sacrifice for the general 
good, from the president down, and after all 
is not each a gainer in the end? Gentlemen of 
the Glee Club, the society has done its best for 
you and has aright to expect you to do some- 
thing for yourselves, and the result will be 
that the club will remain in the future what it 
has been in the past, a credige and a source of 
pride to every law studen® and his female 
relations. After listening to the Glee the 
members formed themselves into a Mock Par- 

i liament for the purpose of discussing an un- 
restricted reciprocity bill. 

Mr. Buckingham was elected leader of the 
Government and Mr. Cross leader of Her 
Majesty's loyal opposition. The former brought 
in the bill in a speech of fifteen minutes’ dura- 
tion. After building up the Unrestricted Re- 

| ciprocity structure very much on the lines pre- 
! scribed by those eminent architects Cartwright 
and Wiman, he garnished it with a few gables 
of his own design, which gave a very ornate 
appearance to the whole; declared the trade of 
the country to be in a most deplorable condi- 
tion, and in eloquent terms called upon the 
house to support his bill rescuing thereby the 
country from the rocks upon which it was fast 
drifting. Mr. Swanson seconded the bill, 
bringing forward a number of fresh arguments 
and making quite an imp-e3sion upon the 
house by his logical manner of dealing with 
the subject. Mr. Cross opposed the bill most 
strenuously, and was frequently applauded. He 
has evidently devoted considerable atten- 
tion to platform oratory with [marked 
results, He drew attention to the fallacy 
of taking off the duties as against the 
States and increasing them against the rest of 


the world, depreciated the measure as being 
an ungrateful one in view of our relationship 
to the Mother Country, and quoted statistics 
to show that both the farmer and manufac- 
turer were in a better position under a protec- 
tive policy than they could possibly expect to 
be should the measure The debate was 
then adjourned until next Saturday “ate 
x. 
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The Mystery of the Panelled House 


A ROMANCE. 


By EVERETT GREEN : 
Author of “My Grave,” ‘ Mistress Cicily,” Etc, 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 


MAIDIE TO THE RESCUE, 
Patricia sat in her pretty drawing-r 


a book in her hand, the lamp and fire light 
made a pleasant glow round her, and, though 
it was after seven o'clock, the window beneath 
the western veranda stood stiil unshuttered, 
for Gerald liked to be able to find his way in 
by it at any time before dinner, soit was seldom 


closed till eight. 


Patricia, intent upon her book, did not bear 
the light burrying footsteps up the garden 
looked up startled when there 
reached her ears the sound of a timid, yet 


path, and 
urgent, tap against the glass of the window. 


She sprang up to open it, and, to her intense 
astonishment, Maidie Sc. Cyr glided in, her 
face pale, her hair dishevelled, her eyes wide as 
if with terror, and clutching at the hand held 
out to her in mute welcome, the child uttered 
a long, low cry expressive of some severe 


mental strain. 


**Oh, Miss Richmond! Save us! 


could be but one reply to it. 

**T will, my ctild ; I will. 
little one. ou are quite safe here, 
save you, and save Corona, too.” 


She drew the little girl towards the fire, 
The warm brightness 
of the room, the clasp of those strong fingers, 
the sense of protection in the calm confidence 
of Pairicia’s manner did much to stiijl the 
tumultuous terrors that had driven Maidie 
almost to desperation during her sudden flight. 
She had heard flying footsteps in pursuit in 
every rustle of the leaves underfoot, or the 
She had hardly ¢x- 
pected to seach her goal alive ; and now that 
she stood within the warm clasp of Patricia’s 
arm, it seemed almost too good to be true, and 
nature found relief in a burst of wild weeping. 

Patricia sat down and drew tke child towards 
her, Maidie sinking to her knees, and laying 
l er head upon the lap of her protecting friend, 
sobbed aloud for some minutes, consoled by 
the kind touch of the hand smoothing her 
tumbled curls, and too much relieved by the 
luxury of the outbreak to try and check it at 


chating her cold hands. 


boughs over her head. 


once, 


Patricia knew it would do her good to let her 
cry, so she waited several minutes before try- 
ing to learn the motive of this sudden appear- 


ance. At last, when the sobs were on the de- 
cline, she bent down and took the little one in 
her arms. 

“There, darling, you are better now. Do not 
ery any more, for you are quite safe. We know 
what a wicked man your guardian is. If you 


claim protection from him we will see that you 
it.” 


t ir. 
Maidie shivered, yet looked up eagerly. 


“Can you take us away? I'thought guardians 


had all the power.” 
**And wards the power cf appeal. 


him, and Corona shall be rescued too. 
promise you that much at least.” 


But Maidie’s eyes were full of a strange 
Words seemed to 
tremble on her tongue to which she was afraid 


questioning wistfulness, 


to give utterance. 
** What is it, my child ?” 
“Ob, Miss Richmond ! 
Nothing can be worse than it is there! 


Not to betray him—not to hurt him!” 
Pa’ ricia turned pale. 


**Hurt whom? betray whom? Maidie, what 


are you talking about?” 


The child's eyes were fixed upon her face in 


the same gaze of pleading entreaty. 


*l am talking about Cedric,” she whispered, 
so that the words could only just be heard. 
**Oh Miss Richmond, will you not help to save 


him too?” 
Patricia started up in wild excitement. 


“Cedric | Cedric!” she exclaimed, ‘* Maidie, 
@ @ you sure you know what you are saying? 


Ce ir c found at last!” 


Maidie had risen too, and even flung herself | 


upon the neck of her newly. found friend. 

** You will not betray him! 
not betray him! Oh, he did not do it! 
been cruelly, cruelly used. 


Pray —pray——"’ 


Patricia laid her hand on the excited child's 


lips, and then stooped and kissed ner. 


** Little Maidie, | love Cedric almost as if he 
were my brother, and I know he has been 
eruelly wronged. He has friends who have been 
quietiy working to clear his name, and much 
When we know your 
story we shali probably hold in our hands all 
the missing links, and when Cedric is rescued 
—if te needs rescue—he need fear no danger | 
from without. Now, my child, try and compose | 
yourself, and tell me all, for I do not suppose | 


has already been done. 


there is any time to be lost.” 


Maidie'’s relief was so great as almost to bring | 
back the tears, but she checked herself by a | 
strong effort, and gave a detailed account of 
every(hing that had happened in the Panelled 
House since the night when Cedric had been | 


brought there. 


Patricia's blood ran cold as she pictured the 


fate that Cedric had so narrowly missed, and 


the frigh:ful doom that would have been his 


but for the courage and affection of the girls, 
and the compassicnate feelings that intercourse 


with them had stirred up in the heart of the | 


afflicted servant, Even now a terrible fate 


seemed to overshadow him; but for another | 


twenty-four hours he could set the foe at defi 
ance, and before that time had expired help 
should be at hand! 

** Maidie,” she said, when the tale was told, 


and the child had grown calm in the telling, | 


‘you are a dear, brave little girl, and have 
done capitally. Now you stay quietly here 
where I put on my things, and then you must 


come up with me to Eagle’s Crag to see Lord | 


Mervyn.’ 

“Will he help?” she asked, eagerly. ‘Ob, 
he is so kind and so strong! If he would help 
us—but then he thinks Cedric——” 

‘‘ He thinks nothing but good of Cedric. He 
ishis best friend. Yes, Maidie, all is going to 
eome right now—be sure of that.” 

Patricia hurried away, and almost immedi- 
ately some refreshment was brought to Maidie, 
which phe accepted with gratitude, and rested 
and refreshed, full of hope and courage, she 
was rapidly whirled up to the earl’s house in 
Patricia's carriage. 

Dinner there had just commenced, which is 
exactly what Patricia had reckoned on. She 
ascertained that Lord Mervyn was dining alone 
in the boudoir, and went straight. up to him 
with her young charge at her side. 

Mervyn was greatly recovered, and had 
driven out once or twice, but he had not re- 
sunied his ordinary ways, and the long dinner 
at the close of the day was a piece of ceremony 
that fatigued him, and which he acill sh rxeo, 

He looked up much surprised as Patricia 
walked in, and Maidie’s preserce at this hour 
evoked an exclamation of astonishment. 

** Mervyn.” said Patricia, ‘I believe we are 
getting to the bottom of the mys ery at lat 

ols oo us news of Cedric, and if her 
testimony will not hang Vansi tart, I don’t 
know what the use of capital punishment can 
be. Hanging is twice too g for him.” 

Mervyn was holding Maidie's hand by this 
time in his warm, kindly clasp, and, as on 
another occasion, so at this time, his very pres- 
ence seemed to soothe all her fears, and she 
gat contentedly down beside him, whilst 
Patricia rapidly told the tale, to which Mervyn 


Save us!” 
Patricia understood little enough of the 
nature of this appeal, yet she knew that there 


Do not trouble so, 
I will 


Do not 
fear, poor child. You shall never go back to 
I can 


I must tell you! 
But, 
oh, if you would only promise to be our friend! 


Oh, say you will 
He has 
I must tell where 
he is, or Mr. Vansittart will kill him; but, oh, 
do not, do not give him up to be taken to prison, 


listened with undivided attention. 


‘ an time to — he — her a ie : 
w rom time to time he gave her an approving 
ea glance; but she was not required to talk much, 
though she listened eagerly to all that passed, 
ard breathed freely again when she understood 
that Cedric’s innocence did not require to be 
demonstrated to these people, but that they 


were certain of it before. 


** Maidie,” said Mervyn presently, “if your 
guardian was there that night, as it seems he 
must have been, do you think that he went as 
himself, so to speak, or did he adopt a dis- 


guise?” 


“I expect he went disguised,” answered 
Maidie, * for I saw a man once in the hall, a 
little man, in a moleskin cap, with a patch 
He was fat—at least, he looked 
ansittart 18 thin; but I believe it 
was he, for he went straight into the study 
without ever speaking to Miss Vansittart, who 
let him in, and almost directly she locked and 
bolted the door for the night, and I wondered 
I daresay 


over one eye. 
fat. Mr. 


how the little man would get out. 
it was he all the time.” 
* Probably. 


compiete. 


little marceaviing ?”™ 
Patricia looked thoughtfully into the fire. 


‘**] should like to get his victims out of his 
clutches before te is alarmed,” she said pre- 
“I don’t want to indulge grisly fan- 
cies, Sut after what we have heard there really 


sently. 


seems no crime ut which he is not capable. 


we were to give due notice to the police, and 
set the machinery of the law in motion, there 
would be a certain amount of publicity and 
He might get wind of it, and in his des- 

eration do some last violent act, and escape 

efore we could Jay our hands upon him. He 
is so cunning and so cruel that n.y feeling is to 
make one thing of it—take him by surprise, 
and effect the capture of his prisoners—after 


delay. 


that it matters Jittle what befalls him.” 


**Ob, how well you understand him!” cried 
Maidie, who had listened breathlessly to this 
‘“‘He would do anything if he 


discussion. 7 
thought he were discovered-” 


*“ You mean that you think you and your 
sister and Cedric ought to be safe out of the 
house before he can by any possibility get wind 


of anything ?” 


**On yes, yes! And he is so clever. He seems 


to know of things before they happen.” 
** And suppose he finds out your flight?” 


**We do not think he will, because it will 
I waited till dinner had 
been cleared away—we dine at six you know— 
and Miss Vansittart said she should not come 
up again ; she left us some tea to make for our- 
| selves, ard Corona was going to make upa 
| kind of ¢ftigy in the bed in case she came and 
I'm almost sure they won't sus- 

Only please tell me what you 


ie 


seem so impossible, 


asked for me. 
pect anything. 
are going todo. It is so hard to wait!” 

**Let’s call Keith up,” said Mervyn. 
must take him into our counsels.” 


tained. 


Maidie! You have done famously ! 


Cheer up; do not look so frightened. 


own game and beat him with his own cools.” 
vyn. 
notice to the authorities?” 

‘*Hang the authorities! 
hands, 


again ! 
labor of ferieting things out. 


juncture!” 


verdict. 
* What’s the idea?” asked Mervyn, lazily. 


only carried out rather more promptly. 


pose, 








the same quietly decisive way. 
here, unknown to all but ourselves, till our 
evidence has been thoroughly sifted by the 
authorities and his innocence proved. Then 
he can show himself to all the world as a free 
map, and can marry Corona as soon as the 
bapns are out,” and Mervyn smiled thought- 
fully, and he and Patricia exchanged one short, 
eloquent glance. 


to take you home, and su 
log feat of yours. 
tafe inside, you jfind that anything has bap- 
pened to precipitate matters, just let me know, 
and we will act accordingly. 
quiet, wait till to-morrow afternoon,” 


and anything else you like to mention. 
flown he can take what steps he pleases. 


pleasant predicament, 


‘Can 


in hunting up abroad, 


apology for taking such a licerty.” 


Maidie laughed, and said she did not mind, 


and had not known anything about it. 


‘** When will you come?” she asked eagerly. 


** Oh, please let it be soon.” 


*[T will come about three to-morrow after- 


noon. Cedric, we know, is safe till seven or 
eight. You may trust me. _ 1 will be there in 
good time. Your troubles are almost over.” 


A whole night and vart of a day ! 


knew that arrangements had to be made, and 
she trusted Lord Mervyn implicitly, 

** Where shall we go?” asked the child, wist- 
fully. ‘* We shall have no home then.” 

* Your home and Corona’s will be with me, 


dear,” said Patricia, “till your sister is married 
and needs no more shelter from me.” 


** And cannot he get us back?” 

“I will take care of that,” said Mervyn. 

** And Cedric?” 

**Cedric w.ll come here,” said the viscount,in 
* He will be 


‘And now, Maidie,” said Keith, “ Jam going 
rintend this climb- 
And if, when you are once 


If all has been 


Maidie looked up gratefully. 
“How kiod you are! I was so afraid of 


































































































Well, if we can find that dis- 
guise in his house, our case will be pretty well 
To rescue Cedric and these girls, 
and to get possession of that su't of clothes, 
must be the next step. The only thing is shall 
it be done by open fo: ce or by the exercise of a 


Patricia rang the bell, and Keith was sum- 
moned, and listened with undivided attention 
to the strange revelations that confirmed ina 
| wonderful way the suspicions they had enter- 


‘*Cedric alive and in fair health. That is 
| better than could have been expected. Bravo, 
You are 
a plucky little girl, and deserve all the credit. 
You 
have plenty of friends working for you outside. 
We will defeat the old villain yet—play his 


** | shought you would have a plan,” said Mer- 
“You do not wish to give immediate 


A gloricus hash 
they made of it when they had things in their 
Catch me trusting anything to them 
No. it is we who have bad all the 
I certainly am 
not going to give all the fun and all the praise 
into the hands of the authorities at this critical 


“Oh, I am so glad!” breathed Maidie, who 
had a very strong conviction that the first step 
taken by the authorities would be to hang 
Cedr.c on the strength of the coroner's jury's 


**The idea is what you yourself suggested, 
At 
du-k to morrow you must go to Vansittart’s. 
He has half-promised you the interview, and 
the sight of the jewels will confirm his pur- 
When you have got him safe in a mes- 
meric trance, you will be able to Jet us in—me, 
Jock, and Gerald—I think that will be enough 
| —and we will soon do the rest of the business. 
He will reveal the wherez bouts of his disguise, 
We 
can secure our prizes and go quietly away. 
| When he comes to himself and finds the birds 
The 
| authorities will by that time have had due 
warning, and he will find himself in a very 
But I stipulate for the 
| rescue of Cedric ourselves.” 
“I believe it will be safer and more expe- 
ditious,” answered Mervyn, 
| but try.” 


** At least, we can 


ou mesmerise him?” asked Maidie, 
= wide-open eyes: and Mervyn laughed a 
| little, 
| ‘Yes, Miss Maidie; and I took that liberty 
| once with you, and frightened the old villain 
| pretty thoroughly by putting into your mouth 
—l am a bit of a ventriloquist, too—some reve- 
lations as to his past life which I had succeeded 
I experimented first on 
| you in case I should have lost the power. 
| you angry with me? I think I owe you an 


Are 


! It seemed 
long to Maidie’s anxious impatience, but she 


going home alone. I thought I might meet 
bim in the garden, and that he might kill me! 
Are you sure you don’t mind?” 

Keith laughed, 

‘I think we can brave the perils together. 1 
will have a losded revolver ready, as well asa 
stout stick, We will be a match for Mr. Van- 
sittart yet |” 

The child tried to laugh, but was too nervous 
to succeed entirely ; kissing Patricia, and mur- 
muring words of thanks to all, she let Keith 
take her by the hand and lead her quickly on- 
wards through the darkness in the direction of 
the Panelled House. 

The ascent to the upper window by means of 
the ivy branches and the rope was accomplished 
with more ease than Keith expected, for Maidie 
was an agile little climber. Once inside the 
window, she held a colloquy with someone in- 
side, and then came and ncdded ey to 
Keith, in token that all was right. The winduw 
‘was then shut down, and he stole away likea 
shadow. 





CHAPTER XXXV. 
VANQUISHED. 


Mr. Vansittart sat in his study indulging 
pleasant dreams of the ace accomplishment 
of his plans. It gave him a species of real 
enjoyment to picture the triumph he was 
shortly going to achieve over both his obstin- 
ate prisoners upstairs. 

He bad changed somewhat his plan of action. 
He no longer pleced any great value upon 
Cedric’s document of renunciation. If he and 
Corona had met she would know too well the 
circumstances under which that renunciation 
was made to pay any heed to it ; even the fact 
of her knowing him to be a prisoner there 
would make her the more obstinate. But 
another idea had come into his head, which 
pleased him better still. When her lover was 
reduced to the last gasps of starvation Corona 
should be brovght to his presence, and should 
be told there and then that uniess she promised 
solemnly to become Vansittart’s wife Cedric 
should be left to perish miserably. The price 
of his safety should be the hand of the heiress. 

Under such circumstances he felt certain of 
victory. She would promise. Cedric would be 
saved. Mr, Vansittart would press for aspeedy 
marriage by license, and any objection on her 
part would be met by the threat of going 
through the taming process again. She would 
yield. He would marry her rapidly and 
secretly, and teke her forthwith away with 
him to some distant land, where, with her 
wealth and his spoil from Mrs. Musgrave, they 
woulda be able to live in luxury and peace. 
Maidie would be bound to them, and seven 
years must elapse before she could claim her 
treedom. As for Cedric, he could be left for 
his sister to deal with. She would not care to 
release one who could puta halter round her 
brother's neck. For his own part he cared 
little. He should b2 far enough away from 
pursuit. Of course, if it seemed better, he 
should not feel the least hesitancy in making 
away with him; but it might be just as well to 
leave him his liberty, and let the law do its 
work.. With Vansittart gone, his tale could 
never be proved, and could be as the wildest 
fabrication. Yes, it would be pleasant reading 
in some sunny, far-off land that Cedric Mus- 
grave had been a; prehended, and had paid the 
penalty of his crime with his life. 

Pleasant musings for a chilly afternoon! Mr, 
Vansittart was so deep in them that he did not 
hear a slight stir in the hall, and started at the 
sound of a low, languid voice. 

* Good afrerr oon, Mr. Vansittart. I thought 
I might do myself the satisfaction of calling 
upon you. I knew 7 were generally to be 
found at home, an 
answer to my letter that you were willing to 
grant me an interview.” 

Pauline’s sour face was seen in the doorway. 

** Lord Mervyn would come in,” she said, in 
ashort incisive tone. ‘I told him I did not 
know if you would see him,” 

**I took my welcome for granted,” answered 
Mervyn with a smile as he took a seat near the 
fire. ‘‘ If not accorded to me, it will be, I feel 
certain, to what I bring with me. Besides I 
am still half an invalid, and I must ask leave 
to rest a little while before going home,” 

Pauline withdrew at a sign from her brother. 
Mr. Vansittart was sufficiently prepared for 
this visit to suspect nothing from it of a kind 
dangerous to himself. His thoughts were 
mainly occupied with wondering how to play 
with this rather acute young man, so as to 
arouse his hopes of Corona’s hand, and get him 
to leave the jewels long enough for him to 
make away with them, and with the bride her- 
self. He was anxious to propitiate him and 
keep him.in a good humor, and did not mind 
entering into a discussion even of settlements. 

** [ hope you are better,” he said courteously. 
‘* You do not look very strong yet.” 

*““No, I cannot boast to be that; but I am 
getting on. 1 have cheated the doctors for 
once, 

‘* And your cousin, too?” hazarded Mr. Van- 
sittart with a gleam in his eyes. 

Mervyn shook his head with an admirable 
air of sorrowful compassion. 

** Ah, poor fellow ; itis better not to talk of 
him. At least I am glad he is bayond the 
clutch of the law.” 

** Of course you hear nothing from him ?” 

“No. He would naturally hesitate to write. 
His father feels it much.” 

“Of course! Of course!” 

‘*IT hope Miss St. Cyr has got over the first 
shock. I suppose it was a great blow to her?” 

‘It was; but she bore it very bravely. She 
is a good girl, and saw at once how hopeless it 
all was. But under the circumstances I have 
not liked to name openly to her your flattering 
proposals ?” 

“Of course not ; I would not on any account 
have her pained. Time must be allowed to 
pass ; but I wish to solicit your approbation.” 

*““Icould not wish anything better for my 
ward,” was the answer, and Vansittart’s eyes 
were fixed eagerly on the bag which Mervyn 
carried in his hand; but it was not immedi- 
ately opened, and before very long the conver- 
sation died into deep silence. Mervyn had 
risen, and was fixing his glance upon his com- 
panion’s face, and after one or two faint efforts 
to avoid his glance, Vansittart yielded to the 
spelJ, and in a few minutes later sat rigid— 
motionless in his chair in a deep trance. 

Then Mervyn stole to the door and opened it 
noiselessly, but quiet as were his movements 
they seemed to be heard, for the di: ing-room 
door opened at the same moment, and Miss 
Vansittart looked our. 

Mervyn never lost his head or failed to act 
with promptitude on an emergency. He 
stepped quietly up to her as if about to speak, 
purhed herin the room with all possible gen- 
tleness, and before she had the least idea of his 
intention, had closed the door upon her and 
securely locked it, putting the key in his 
pocker. 

Almost immediately a bell peaied furiously 
through the silent house; but the viscount 
only smiled as he crossed to the front door and 
opened i:. Keith, Jock, and Gerald Richmond 
were waiting outside, as well as two great 
hounds, who could do good service in any 
struggle, and keep their counsel afterwards. 

“All right,” said Mervyn, briefly, and led 
the way into the study, where the evil genius 
of these recent events lay chained by a power 
he could neither feel, nor understand, nor 
resist. 

** He is safe enouzh so long as I stay to watch 
him. You fellows go and see to things. 
Keith, you know the positions of the girls’ 
rooms. 

eg am not going to leave you alone with that 
devil,” returned Keith, quietly. “If he were 
to awake and guvss anything, he would kill 
you as soon as k at you,” and taking some 
straps from his pocket, Keith bound Vansit- 
tart to his chair, and then led the way upstairs. 
Maidie heard their ony 
‘This way! this way !” they heard her clear 


young voice from behind the closed doors, and 
she beat her little hands against the panels, 
and danced in expectant ecstasy. 


Another mcment, and the bolts were shot 


back and the lock burst open, and Maidie was 





I gathered from your. 


holding Keith’s hands hard, looking into his 
face as if she hardly knew whether to laugh or 


to cry. 


Corona was more composed as she came for- 


ward. Her face was pale, as if with watching 
and anxiety. Her first question was: 

** Where is he?” 

‘‘Safe enough in his study, where he will 


remain at our pleasure. Miss St. Cyr, you have 
are no 
longer at the mercy of Vansittart. He shall 


no cause for any further fear. ou 

never have you in his clutches again.” 
A sort of inarticulate gasp broke from her. 
**Oh, I am so glad—so thankful!” 


**Oh, but come to Cedric—come to gue 
e 
knows help is coming, but, oh, it must seem 
brought tools? Oh, 

thank you, Mr. Keith—you think of every- 
They are 


urged ‘Maidie. ‘He is shut up all alone. 


so long tohim! Have you 
thing. Corona! Corona! Corona! 
going to get Cedric out!” 

Maidie was almost wild. Corona trembled 
in every limb with excitement; tne young men, 
in their own way, were as much excited. 

* Quick, Maidie! show us the way!” cried 
Jock, and the next minute the whole 


girl cried delightedly. 


** We need not put the boards back any more 


now, Corona!” 

Jock was the first to dash upstairs, and when 
he could get no farther he gave a loud halloo, 

**Cedric, old man!” 

* Herelam! Is that you, Jock?” 

‘** Yes, and other feilows too, come to dig you 
out of your living tomb, Are you all right?” 

“Right as anything, and glad to hear a 
human voice again. Is Corona safe ?” 

* Everyone is safe except that old villain 
downstairs, who is going to have it made warm 
for him. Hand up the screwdriver, Keith! 
Let's have more light on the subject! The old 
devil has done his work well. Never mind; 
we'll break the whole thing to pieces. We'll 
h no respect for his property !” 

der the strong blows of the three strong 
young men the nails gave way, and the screws 
were worked at by Maidie. 

‘*Here we are,” cried Jock at last, and, forc- 


ing his way in through a wide crevice that 


seemed hardly large enough for the purpose, 
the brothers stood next moment face to face, 
wringing each other by the hand, and hardly 
knowing how to express their cong: atulation 
and joy. 
* Cecric, old man!” 
**Jock, my dear boy!” 


laugh. 


** Well, Cedric,” said Keith, coming forward, 
‘‘after all the perils to which you have been 
exposed, I think your looks are a credit to 


you. 


For Cedric was up and dressed, and looked 
Excitement had given 
him both color and animation, and he had suf- 
fered no privation during the hours he had 
Only anxiety of mind had 
troubled him, and even that had almost passed 
when the result of Maidie’s last night’s escap- 
So long 
asthe outside world had been warned of the 
peril in which he stood, he felt certain of res- 
cue; and even if peril from without menaced 
him later, he would face it boldly, and disprove 
the charge if he could. When he knew that 
there was a party still in his favor, and that it 
numbered Mervyn in its ranks, he had felt 
He looked round eagerly, 
expectantly now, even though Corona stood at 


almost himself again. 
been fastened in. 


ade had been communicated to him. 


confident of success. 


his side. 
** Where is Mervyn?” 
‘“* Downstuirs, keeping the enemy at bay.” 


** You have not left him alone with Vansit- 


tart?” 


‘““You had better come and see the ogre 


tamed.” 


Cedric looked round upon the little bare 


attics, and stretched his big limbs, 
** Am I really free at last?” 


**Free as air, my boy. At least you soon will 
be. Free of this place, at least; and very soon 
free to face the world. Gad! what a hero you 
People won’t know how to make 
It makes a fellow quite wish 


will be! 

enough of you! 

it had happened to him!” 
Cedric smiled slightly. 


“You are welcome to the experience as far 
I should not crave to re- 


as I am concerned, 
peat it.” 


“Let us come down now,” said Geral, 
‘“*Mervyn ought to have a share in all thi. 
How does Vansittart get to this staircase? He 
cannot come through your private way, Mits 


Sr. Cyr.” 


*No; it goes right down to his library. 1 
think I could find the spring if we went that 


way. Isaw him open it once.” 


They followed her down. 


ibrary. 


on with shining eyes, 
round like a veritable sprite. 


‘Oh. Corona, Corona, I always said that he 
would be saved if only Lord Mervyn would 


— 

r, Vansittart was just as before, in the 
The 
girls looked at him with awe when they 
realized the silent presence of their captor ard 


strange sleep of the mesmeric subject. 


tyraut. 


**Can’t he hear? Doesn't he know?” whis- 
pered Maidie, fearfully; and whilst Mervyn 
reassured her an exclamation from Keith 


startled them all. 


‘*The moleskin cap, I declare!—and the 
es, so it is, a knife the 


whole disguise !—and, 
very counterpart of Cedric’s,” 

** Yes,” answered Mervyn, quietly, ‘‘I have 
had a little quiet conversation with Mr. Van- 
sitiart, in which he has. supplied me with a 
good deal of valuable information. We will 
take these things away with us, Keith, and I 
think it is time tobe gone. Take the girls to 
the carriage, and come back for me last of all.” 

** Shall we not carry him off too?” 

‘*I think not, I never feel entirely at ease 
in making use of this power of mine to drag 
out other people's secrets, but in such a case 
one was driven to extreme measures. We 
have all we need now to clear Cedric, If he 
wakes and sees that all is up with him, let him 
bave just one night toescape if he can. It 
may be a weakness on my part, but, as I say, 
I feel indisposed to push matters to a climax, 
little as he deserves mercy.” 

** Oh, let us leave him and come away,” said 
Corone. “Lord Mervyn is always kind and 
right. And may we take poor Drake. too, if I 
can get him toc»me? I believe Mr. Vansittart 
would half-kill him if he suspected him, as he 
wer _— may.” 

Her will was law to Cedric, and he had a 
qrvtetal enough memory of the services ren- 
ered him by the deaf mute. Maidie found 
him, and the sisters succeeded in persuading 
him to follow them; and in another few 
minutes they were seated inside Patricia’s 
carriage, whilst the man had mounted to the 
box. Jock, Cedric, aud Gerald kept guard over 
the girls whilst Keith went back to his 
brother, 

“* Now come |” he said. 

Mervyn made the usual passes, and Vansit. 
tart’s eyes unclosed and looked about vacantly 

“Good afternoon,” said Mervyn, taking up’ 
his bag and walking leisurely to the door. He 
closed it after him, and taking the key of the 
next apartment from his pocket unlocked it, 
and bowed gravely to Miss Vansittart, who 
was sitting crouched up in a corner, in an atti- 
tude of extreme alarm, 

“TI must apologize for my unceremonious 
conduct,” said the viscount, courteously, ‘‘I 
think you will find that Mr. Vansittart desives 

your presence in his study.” 

With that the brothers turned on their heel, 
crossed the hall, and banged the heavy door 
pee Victory 1” cried Kel 

* Victory eith, grasping his brother 
by the hand. “ We have seen the last of the 
er owe and its inmates.” 

ut Keith was wrong—they had not yet seen 

the last of Mr. Vansittart, , . 


(To be Continued.) 


when. told 2 
effected, but later on, in the waiting-rc om, she 
was giving her husband fits. and it was prob- 
ably because he was satisfied with the rule of 
party the road.— Detroit Free Press. 

were out on the dark staircase, whist the little 


And then they 
shook hands again, and Jock burst into a wild 





With a little diffi. 
culty she unlocked the masked door in the 

nelled wall, and they all stood in the dark 
A ray of light beneath the door—for 
it was almost dark by this time—guided them 
to the study door, and the next minute Mervyn 
and Cedric stood face to face, Corona looking 
and Maidie dancing 





Wanted to FE xchange. 
A solid, sensible-looking woman, who was 


bound east, entered the baggage rooms of the 
Third street depot leading a dog. and asked : 


**Can this dog goin the car with me?” 

‘ Het ee aot te in the b i 

* Has he go in tle baggage car?” 

“ You.’ 

‘Is it extra?” 

Fifty cents.” 

* Well. it’s a shame !” 

‘* Yes’m. but its the rule,” 

She walked about for five minutes, the dog 


smelling at her heels,and then returned to say : 


‘* There are three of us—myself, the dog and 


my husband.” 


“Tf my husband went in the baggage car 


couldn't the dog ride in the seat with me?” 


She managed to choke down her indignation 
that no such change could be 








Robert George Watts, M.A., M.D., M.R.C.S., 


of Albion House, Quadrant road, Canonbury, 
N., London, Eng., writes: ‘‘I cannot refrain 
from testifying to the efficacy of St. Jacobs 
Oil in cases of chronic rheumatism, sciatica 
and neuralgia. 








Then the Millenium, 


Belle—How nice it will be when we have 
smokeless chimneys, smokeless en zines and 
smokeless stoves, 


Virginia—Then if somebody would oaly in- 


vent a smokeless young man! 


oe 


No Wonder ! 


‘* Ds you think she loves him?” 


** Desperately.” E 
‘* Why desperately?” 
‘* Because he is her last chance. '—Harper's 


Bazar. 





The Wabash Line 
Is the shortest and quickest rout: from Can- 


ada to Chicago, St. Louis, Kansas City, Cali 
fornia, Mexico and all points west and south, 
the only line running free reclining chair cars 
from Detroit to St. Louis and Kansas City. 
The Wabash runs the finest sleeping and chair 
cars in the world. Ask ycur nearest ticket 
agent for tickets via this route. 


J. A. Richard- 


son, Canadian Passenger Agent, 28 Adelaide 


i: 


street east. 


i 


: 


| Mt 
/ Can eave half the '\| f 
herd weerirg-out ||) 
toil of wash day | 
OMAN erd be fresh and 
. strong. Can have ||!) 
clothes sweet, snowy-white, never |||) 
yellow. Flannels not to shrink, cotton |)! | 
rot, norhands chap, but soft and white. || '| 
Use the “Surprise” way. No boiling 
orscalding. Remarkable! Try it! 
Reap THE DIRECTIONS ONTUE WRAPPER, 


i , il 
ioe oe io” SOAP?’ 


“* and gef one of 
beautiful engravings. 


VERY: 


Sugar Refining Co. 


Montreal. ‘'mite® 


Keclpaith 





We are now putting up, expressly 
for family use, the finest quality of 


5 PURE SUCAR SYRUP 


not adulterated with Corn Syrup, 
in 2 Ib. cans with moveable top. 
For Sale by all Croccrs. 





CURE 


Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles incf- 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
cating, Fam in the Side, &c. While their taost 


remarkable success has been shown in c“ring 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carrer’s Littie Liver Pivi« 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying ent. while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach. 
stimulate the liver and regulate *he bowels. 
Even if they only cured 


HEA 


Ache would be almost priceleas to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
prema ts ae in S many ways that 

wi to them 
But after all sick head” ee 


Carter's Lirrie Liver Pits are smal) 
and very easy to take. One or two pili make 
not gripe or purge, but by their tle action 

use them. vials at #8 cente: 
for $1, Sold everywhere, or sent by maik 
CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York, 


Amal] FiL Sima) Dose, Small Price 
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The Woman of Thirty. 


Tohave arrived at the age of thirty, for an 
unmarried woman, is to have reached a ee: 
liar period of her life. One talks of budding 
womanhood, but one thinks only of budding 
middle age. It is an awful thing to know it is 
coming and that there is no escape from it, 
Girlhood lies just a little way back to you, but 
it seems to be located somewhere in the remote 
ages for other people. Friends of your mother's 
—who have always seemed old to you—say to 
you now: ‘* Women like us,” Old men of the 
chuck chin order, whom you have al ways 
dreaded—they made you feel so young and 
foolish—salute you now with great respect. 
You are not young enough to be “chucked,” 
nor yet old enough to be admired a3 a “blanked 
fine woman.” Very young men fight shy of 
you, ask you uncomfortable questions about 
the war, or make you feel like your own grand- 
mother by asking your advice about their love 
affairs. 

Tnen the question of marriage. You are told 
by married aunts you are “lucky out of it.” 
By anxious grandmas: ‘** When they were your 
age, they had had eight offers, and had been 
married and raised a family.’ You remember 
@ portrait of grandma taken at the age of 
thirty, and you wonder if you had done your 

duty and married Tom Smith, when the family 
expected it, if you, too, would have that sleck 
expression of satisfaction, that sort of a 
‘*‘ raised-a-family ” look about you. The bach- 
elor uncle of the family declares you are “just 
the right age to marry”; further, that ‘‘no 
woman is really a companion to a man until 
she has gotten over the girly period, and be- 
comes a woman of sense,” and then he invites 
your younger sister to the opera, and talks 
the next morning of the ‘‘ keen enjoyment of 
seeing through young eyes—nothing like fresh 
young innocence.” 

No use ia protesting, you are perfectly happy 
as youare, No one believes you, and your best 
friend throws an amused, ‘*‘ sour-grapes” look 
at you when you declare ‘“*you are happy in 
being your own mistress, and wouldn't ex- 
c1gnge your lot with any married woman on 
earth.” Nodoubt you do mean it. You may 
be one of those fortunate, broad-minded, deep- 
natured women, who would not be happy tied 
down to the annoying, monotonous duties of 
married life. Your life may be fuil, sweet, 
satisfying, wholly taken up with books, music, 
art, friends—everything that goes to make life 
worth living; but you may be sure that the 
most bedraggied, fagzed out married female of 
our acqua:ntance—though she may ia her 
Leave envy your freshness, your leisure—has a 
secret contempt for you. To her mind you 
have been “left” in the race of life. To her, 
not to ba married is something to bs ashamed 
of; for there are women who, to escape the 
** disgrace of being old maids,” would, as they 
frankly say, ‘‘ marry monkeys.” 

Perhaps, on the other hand, you would be 
happier married. Hard, stern duty toward 
some younger one may have absorbed all your 
youth, or you may have viewed matrimony 
with the eyes of sentiment and not from a 
worldly point of view, and so missed your 
chances, Your life seems very bare and cold 
to you as you look forward to thefuture. You 
see visions of flat- waisted, thin faced old maids 
tolerated in the houses of jovial married 
sisters, for their knowledge of housekeeping or 
staying qualities in the sick-room. 

You, poor, lonesome soul, you try to make 
a favorite of some little nieceor nephew. You 
are getting qui'e happy over your success, you 
feel sure the child loves you, you have almost 
cheated yourself into forgetting. You drink 
in its innocent expressions of love as a desert 
traveler drinks from some sparkling little 
brook, but your heart gives one homesick 
bound as the child turns from you willingly— 
gladiy—and cuddles down in the arms of 
*mother.” Your whole nature is aroused in 
passionate protest; this very mother may be 

careless and unworthy of her blessings, while 
you would forfeit years of life to have that 
dear little face turn to you with that look of 
Jove in the baby eyes. 

How sensitive you become to every look, 
The thoughtless chaffing of your friends is 
bringing two fine, little lines about your 
mouth. You have smiled that scornful ‘don't 
care” smile so often that the lines have come 
to stay. The familiar term “ old girl,” used by 
your brother since you were children almost, 

as an ominous sound in your ears now, and 

ou find yourself glancing quickly to discover 
f there is a laugh in his eyes, 

How slowly you give up, fighting at every 
stcp, until the disappointments, the heart- 
aches, the heljjessness of your fate, give an 
anxious look to your eyes, bring a sharp tone 
to your voice, and you realize that, unwillingly, 





you are being chiseled into a different being by 


the relentless sculptor Time, that you will 
soon be ready to be placed in your niche—An 
Old Maid. 

But to the woman who has not realized that 
time was flying, whose years have gone b; so 
pleasantly, each one so full of joy that she has 
simply danced through them without thought 
—to this woman the sudden realization of girl- 
hood gone and womanhood staring her in the 
face is a sudden shock. It may come in some 
very simple way. Mother may say to you: 

‘*Don't you think, dear, the spring gown 
you have planned is rather girlish ; rather 
more suited to Maud, now? Something in so- 
and-so ; don’t you think, yourself, it would be 
better suited to your age?” 

And you feel that some one bas suddenly cut 
the ground away from under your feet. You 
stare at mother blankly for a moment, but her 
placid face smiles back into yours without a 
suspicion that she has stabbed you to the very 
heart. Pride keeps down apy outcry, apy 
questioning, on your part; you discuss the 
gown question as coherently as you are able to, 
and then slip away. 

You feel that you must be alone with this 
grewsome new thought of yours. You go up 
to your own 100m hurriedly, and, as you close 
the door, an uncontrollable sob breaks from 
your throat. You cannot think collectedly; 
you try to, with your head held close between 
your hands, but you seem stunned. The 
words keep coming back to _you—** more 
suitable to your age—too girlish”; were they 
said to yout You nervously dread, yet long, 
to go up to the mirror. You feel sure crow’s- 
feet and whitened locks will stare you in the 
face, and when at last you do gather courage 
and glance at yourself, you are immeasurably 
relieved to find yourself looking about the 
same as usual, You hurriedly hunt out a half- 
forgotten photograph, taken years ago, with 
flowing hair. It is a few minutes’ work to 
loosen your hair into some resemblance of this, 
and yeu stand staring at the two piciures. 

There isa difference. You see it at a glance, 
without knowing exactly where it is; but you 
suddenly decide thac your hair banging is not 
becoming, and gather it into a great knot on 
top of your head. ‘‘ What right have you to 
anything girlish?” you ask yourself, bitterly. 
A sudden dislike to the soft-hued dress you are 
wearing makes you change it for your dressing- 
gown, and then begins the despoliation of your 

irlish room, " 

‘‘Maud shall have it all!” you decide, pas- 
sionately. ‘Lhe contents of dressing-tavie, 
bureau drawers, and closets are ransacked, 
and every bright ribbon, youthful ornament, 
and frivolous belonging is consigned to the 
funeral pile of your youth, on the bed. A re- 
ballious lump gathers in your throat, & lone- 
sone feeling tugs at your heart-strings, but 

ou keep bravely on until you come to the 
little desk, Here, hidden away, are all the ro- 
mances of your youth. Schoolgir! letters, ten- 
der notes, separate budgets of sentiment—all 
are looked over and relentlessly dropped into 
the fire, until you sit with empty desk and one 
little pile of letters in your lap. 

You do not read these over, You know 
them ali word for word, though years have 
gone by since you received them, and your tor- 
row has softened into a tender reminiscence. 
At any other time but this, you might have 
thought, in your secret soul, that after all it 
was rather a poor little romance; but now—it 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


assumes the dignity of la grande passion of 
your life! ‘The fature does not hold any- 
thing for you now,” you tell yourself, mor- 
bidly, and at this thought you break down and 


oT, 
he reaction sets in from that moment. 
With your head hidden down there in the 
dark, new thoughts come thronging in. Is 
ou? Because you have left the 
nervous, shallow, restless enjoyments of girl- 
is there nothing left? Some 
half-remembered quoted lines come back to 


life over for 
ocd behind you 


you—“ the gracious sweetness of a full-blown 
rose.” You scarcely gave them a thought at 
the time, but now they ring in your ears like a 
glad song. How absurdly you have been act- 
ing—you fairly blush for yourself down there 
in the dark. One would ‘think you had sud- 
denly discovered yourself fifty, instead of in 
the first flash and pride of your womanhood. 

Now that the first shock is over and you can 
think quietly, the future begins to assume new 
shapes, Thoughts and sensations come swiftly, 
making the blood dance in your veins. A new 
sense of power seems to have taken possession 
of oS soul, Subtile visi ns of platonic friend- 
ship, fraught with the clinging, mingled odors 
of violets—and cigars—float across your brain, 
Life suddenly seems fuller, broader, more satis- 
fying. In short, a sort of a Russia-leather, sil- 
ver-topped future takes the place of the berib- 
boned, gilt-frosted girlhood you have left, and 
your soul is not dissatisfied, 

You Jean over, and with an amused little 
laugh drop la grande passion in the fire along 
with the rest, Quick flames devour it, but 
from the heart of the ashes gleams outa living, 
passionate, steady glow. 

No fear of che mirror now. You walk up 
to it, watching yourself critically as you come. 
The long, straight folds of your white woolen 
gown cling, lovingly, gracefully about you. 
The newly found, conscious look of power in 
your eyes, the half-deflant pose of the head, 
and 7 stand gazing at yourself half fasci- 
nated. How could you have regretted, how 
could you have grieved ? 

You catch a glimpse of the girlish picture on 
the dressing-case. You look at it half pity- 
ingly; the face—can it be possible?—has almost 
an insipid look! But, for all that, you lift it to 
your lips ina tender little farewell kiss, and 
then turn again to look at the image in the 
glass. A few sparkling little tears still clin 
to your eyelashes. You come nearer sad 
nearer, and, though a little shamed look creeps 
into your eyes at the thought, you obey the im- 
pulse upon you, and, leaning forward, greet 
with welcoming lips this radiant vision of 
womanhood.—Cora Brown, in the San Fran- 
cisco Argonaut, 





A Peri At The Gate. 
















Mary Ann M:Cracken (just discharged for 
cause)—Go away,is it? 'Deed an’ I will not. 
The strate’s as much mine as yours, an’ here I 
stay tillI give yer new gir-r-rl the characiher 
of th’ house, and tell her what foine folks yez 
are !|—Puck. 5 





A Bad Cold. 

Amar with a “badcold’ is an object of 
sympathy. 

All right-minded Christians will feel for him, 
no matter how ridiculous his swelled and 
shiny nose may look, and without regard to 
the fact that his voice is as inaudible and 
maudlin as that of a regular-bred whisky bib- 
ber. 

Nobody with the least portion of the milk of 
human kindness in his breast would laugh at 
his watery eyesor make unkind remarks when 
he blew his nose. 

Everybody is liable to have a ‘‘bad cold.” 

The rich man as well as the poor man has to 
succumb to its baleful influence: and not all 
the money of the proudest millionaire in the 
land can purchase his exemption from it. And 
if it is any satisfaction to the laborer or rag- 

ieker to know that the Rothschilds, and the 
Vanderbiite, and Jav Gould, and Ward Mc- 
Allister, and Queen Victoria have noses just 
as red and troublesome, when they have colds, 
as their brethren lower down in the scale of 
wealth and power, then they can have that 
satisfaction. 

A cold in the head generally begins in sneez 


ing. 

You think if you could only sneeze, you 
should be relieved from that uneasy tickling in 
the nose and that heavy feeling in the head. 

You go to the window, and you lock at the 
sun, and you squint your eyes, and hold your 
breath, and then the coveted sneeze comes— 
first one, then two, and then half-a-dozen in 
rapid succession. 

Then your handkerchief comes into play, and 
for about five minutes you feel better, You 
retire to the fireside, and put on more wood, or 
coal, and wonder what does make it so cold 
this time of year. 

By and oe there Is a “tight” feeling about 
your throat and head ; every tooth in your jaws 
seems to have started out a little, and it ap- 
pears to you that it would be a positive relief to 
take a mallet and drive them back into their 

laces again. : 

. There ta 6 sensation down your back as if a 
mouse with very cold feet were chasing an- 
other mouse with still colder feet, just on tte 
line of your spinal column, and a good fire is 
the only thing on earth you especially care for. 

Fvod you do not want, and herb tea is al- 
ways the next thing to total despair and misery. 
Handkerchiefs are in demand, and a ha!f-doz:n 
a day is a very moderate allowance. Blow, 
blow, is whe order S pe day, to say nothing of 

e ordsr of the n . 
am feel cross all over, You wish folks would 
look at you. 

You are drowsy, and you want your feet on 
the fender, and a blanket over your shoulders, 
Your teeth start out a little further. Your 
eyes are so weak you can hardly hold them 
open, Your head feels as if a ten-horse power 
steam-engine had been established therein, 
and was in operation with all the steam on. 
Every hair on your cranium is sore—that is, it 
you do not weer a wig. Your limb: ache, and 
that old whonmate twinge in your joints grows 

infully troublesome. 

Mon huddle up in your chair,and snuff harts- 

torn, and burn Meee * —_ shovel, and 
e your sore throat in alcoho 

or vee happen to be married, and have no 

regard for tho feeliogs and the affections of 

those around you, you descend to the degrada- 






































vegetable on your chest, 

All your friends laugh at you and your woe- 
fal air, and tell you not to make such a dread- 
ful fuss about a little cold. 

They tell you it’s the fashion to have a cold : 
and then they quote that abominably trite say- 
ing, which seems to work in on every occasion, 

One might as well be out of the world as out 
of fashion,” and then they hasten tn tell you 
about their colds, and the colds of their 
children, and their neighbors—and so on—ah, 
you know just how itis. And before they get 
ready to stop, you feel as if you could strangle 
the whole lot of them without a throb of com- 
punction, 

That night you take a sweat, and wake up in 
the morning as limp and spiritless as a muslin 
dress in a thunder shower, and with a feeling 
of * Don’t care whether school keeps or not,” 
all over you.—N. Y. Weekly. 


_ TO oO 
Of Good Family. 





Proud Brother—Yer kin talk about yer Sulli- 
vans as much as yer like, but I've got a little 
sister here kin lick any gal in de sixt’ ward, 
give or take five ounces—see |—Life, 





The Speaking Hand. 


i have heard and read many pathetic 
stories,” said U.S. Senator Hoar, ‘but none 
of them ever awoke so much sad sympathy as 
one which Professor Gallaudet related recently, 
The professor has a favorite pupil--a little 
deaf-mute boy, who is exceptionally bright. 
Mr. Gallaudet asked if he knew the story of 
George Washington and the cherry tree. Wito 
his nimble fingers, the little one said he did, 
and then he proczeded to repeat it. The ges- 
ticulations continued until the boy had in- 
formed the pro“essor of the elder Washington’s 
discovery of the mutilated tree and of his quest 
for the mutilator. ‘When Gveorge’s father 
asked him who hacked his favori‘e clwerry-tree,’ 
signaled the voiceless child, ‘George put his 
hatchet in his left ‘hand——’ ‘Stop,’ inter- 
rupted the professor; ‘where do you get your 
authority for saying he took the hatchet in his 
left hand e” ‘Why,’ responded the boy, who 
knew nothing of speech, ‘he needed his right 
hand to tell his father that he cut the tree,'” 
Argonaut, 





No Getting Ahead of Him 


Mr. Koenig, an epicurean smoker, was 
traveling on the railway with a passenger from 
Berlin who was smokinga horrid cigar. As all 
hints and signs proved unavailing, Mr. Koenig 
had recourse to en often tried experiment. 
Rising from his seat he politely said: ** Will 
you allow me toopen the window?” At the 
same time he “quite accidentally” brushed 
against the hand of his fellow passenger, 
causing him to drop his cigar. Mr. Koenig 
had the additional misfortune to step on ir, 
and said, in alarm: ‘‘Oh,I beg a thousand 
pardons, Allow me to offer you one of mine, 
they are not half bad.” ‘*With your kind per- 
mission,” answered the Berliner, quite pleased. 
He took three cigars out of the case presented 
to him, and put them into his pocket, saying: 
‘** These are a first-rate brand; I'li smoke ‘em 
on Sundays.” And with that he proceeded to 
light another of his own. 





Good Old Family. 
Richfello—Toat Miss Forundred belongs to 
the blue bloods, doesa’r she ? 
Rival Belle—Yes, indeed. You just ought 
to see her nose on acold day.—N. Y. Weekly. 





Not a Millionaire. 


George—Chaplev is one of those fellows who 
have more money than brains, isn’t he? 
Jessie— Yes ; and he is not rich, either.—Har- 
pers Buzar. 
His Reserve Fund. 
Mrs. Hicks—-I’ve just read of a poor fellow 
by the name of Cloud who killed himself for 


the lack of a few dollars. 
Hicks— Why didn’t he use his silver lining? 


—Harper's Bazar. 





To Correspondents. 


(Correspondents will addrees—‘* Oorrespondence Column } 


SatrurDay Nieut Office.) 

Lepim —You are kind-hearted, decisive, energetic, self- 
reliant and brave. 

American Gint.—You are sincere, very tender hearted, 
generous and a little vain. 

Popry.—This shows humor, candor, an attractive cheer- 
fulness and steady ambition. 

Sapte T.—Practical, a little vain, somewhat self-esteem- 
ing but kind-hearted and just. 

A. T. Reveter —This writing displays energy, unselfish- 
ness, justice, candor and carelessness. 

GRAPHOLOGIsT.—You are methodical, witty, origina', am- 
bisious, egotistic, eelf-reliant and jovial. 

Jim Meat —This indicates good order, refinement of 
nature, resolution, ambition and self-esteem. 

Maraaret 8S.—The writer of this is reserved but warm- 
hearted, sensitive and vacillating in disposition. 

Tar.—This shows order, activity, a very sympathetic and 
affectionate disposition, with a lack of decision. 

Lavra.—You are ambitious, fond of social life, energetio, 
of somewhat captious temper and rather erratic. 

Nivereestu.—The acid will impoverish the blood and 
tend to make jour face an unhealthy yellow tinge. 

Agnrs —I am afraid you are @ little vain, Agnes, fairly 
self-reliant, independent in thought and warm-hea: 

1n.~You are proba’ ly methodical, a little uncharit 
atin quick of Geek, dexterous of hand and fond of flat- 
tery. 

Marion.—This points to decision, a fondness for luxury, 
an appreciation of the picturesque, strong self-reliance and 
fair order. 

Raven —1. On the outside. 2. You are fairly method- 
ical, impulsive, active, a little suspicious, truthful and 
unselfish. 

Mvaieu.—This writing shows ambition, but a lack of 
determination, some vanity, alittle selfishness and fond- 
nese for luxury. 

Hitpa.—You are sympathetic, sensitive and refined in 
thought I see also flippancy and a lack of perseverance 
ana enduring power, 

Kalnuerns Mayovanees.—Method, honesty of purpote, 
pertinacity and a fondness for the pictureeque are notice- 
able iu your writiog. x 

Errin.—This writing indicates energy, tact and resolu- 
tion, considerable te: denoy to jealousy, a hasty temper, 
and a great deal of ingenuity. 

B. N. A. A.—This indicates a modera‘e amount of self- 
esteem, come hauteur, 3 executive ability, some 8) m- 
pathy, unselfishnese and order. 

Lura.—Thank ) ou for the kind wishes, Indeed, it is not 



















tion of eating onions stewed in sugar, or 
molasses, with poultices of the same aromatic 


cheerfulness, energy and 


of approbation, candor and cordiality. 
Roxia.—You are 


glad that you thought the previous delineation correct. 


Writing. 


photograph. 
Dear st Cuvck.—1. Three months. 
mourning mey be worn six months. 


mental activi'y. 


the best of my ability. 


CaRFFUL R&ADER —The enclosed shows distaste fcr dis- 
play, good executive ability, tenderness and delicacy of 
thought. Yours displays method, self esteem, unswerving 


perseverance, much warmth of feeling, tact and generosity 


H8Len.—There is no particular secret, but an overwhelm- 
ing inclination to keep etill. You had better do as your 
mother says, and still I must confess I cannot see any 
reason why the age should make a difference. I shall be 


pleased to have you write at any time, 


EveLyn—I am very glad that your friend's wr'ting was 
so succesef lly delineated. 2 Perhaps I shall some day 
when I get all those hundred and fifty waiting letters 
answered. This shows an unostentatious disposition, good 


order, determination, uprightness and originalhty. 


Stag.—We are totally distinct I do assure you. I shall 


be very pleased toaid you if I can. Keep your nom de 
plume ia writing again, 30 I may remember you. You are 
probably very ambitious, merry, pushing, warm-hearted, 
over sensitive and a little too careless. The enclosed coin- 
cides with yours. : 

f1aNa.—If I were able to tell you all that you have asked 
I think [ shouid, even in this enlightened age, be put to 
death as a witch. You cannot expect me to know these 
thing® In your writing I can see ) our characteristics, and 
here they are: fi ppancy, obstinancy, aff-ctionate disposi- 
tion, lack of caution, ani self-control. 

B Fuat.—It your teacher does not object, it will be good 
practice, but he will know if your voice is in danger of 
beiog strained. 2. It is so long since that I cannot find the 

lay-bill, and do not know the song to which you refer, 


our writing shows lack of order, = powers of endur. 
a 


ance, fair originality and a good deal of activity. 


A1pa.—I shall be pleased to have you write again. Iam 
afraid [do not exactly understand the trouble with your 
eyes. Is it the under lid which swells, and is it inflamec ? 
For an inflammation, caused by wind or overwork, I can 
recommend a syrup made by dissolving a few teaspoonf.als 
of granulated sugar in a little water. It will smart when 
first applied, but is an excellent lotion and a most effective 
one. [am sorry about the trait cf character whi-h you 
bemoan. But then, you know, we all have it more or less. 


Mayxet.—The lady’s arm rests on his and his hand holds 
hers. Strong skaters do not cross the arms, but that 
method does give more support. 2. You merely accept his 
attention. There is no need to say anvthing, though the 


conventional ‘‘ with pleasure” will fit in. If vou cannot, | 


or do not wish to, merely excuse yourself. 3 No. 4. No 
5 Perhaps elicerine will agree with your hands. If it 
does use it with rose-water, and if you have the water for 
bathing your hands and face a little warm, using almond 
meal in place of soap, I think you will experience no 
further diffi ulty. Wash your hair in tepid water in which 
a very little borax has been dissolved. Your writing shows 
impulse, originality, self esteem, generosity, self-will and a 
hasty temper. 

RaGs AND Tatrers.—I think you are a very brave little 
girl to study so hard and aim so high in your profession 
if my wishing you success would bring it, you would have 
full measure. 2. Becareful about the photographs. It i: 
tilly to be too rigid, but be very womanly and you cannct 
go far astray in that matter. I am very glad you enj»y the 
column so wel), andI+hall be pleased tohave you write 
again. 3. I am afraid I cannot advise anything for the skin 
except fresh air, care'ul diet and an abundance of co!d water 
and friction. 4. Have a pretty shade of heliotrope or du'l 
pink in a fine wool stuff. Make the skirt plain infront with 
a double plait at the left side, anda slight fulness at the 
back. The sleeves of the bodice may be faille in the same 
shade, and a ruching of faille about the edge of the corsage 
which fulds over in kerchief fashion. Wear a sash belt of 
faille, fastened with a pretty buckle and a strirg of gold 
beads at your throat. 5. Your writing displays ingenuity, 
some petulance, a great deal of impulse and a>tivity, 
generosity and jealousy. 









REMeby-“PAIN 


WHAT IT WILL Do. 


Relief.— inany: limate, at any season, one 


Or two applications of +t. Jacobs Oil relieve 
ay and aches; often cure permanently. 
‘his is the average experience in ten years. 

Cures.—The contents ofa single bottle 
have cured extreme chronic cases in thous- 
auds of instances. Used according to direct- 
ions, there is a cure in every bottle. 

The Testimony.—Thousands of testi- 
monials substantiate the above statements in 
the cure of all kinds of painful ailments. 





The Seat.—A patient knows instinc- 
tively the seat of his misery, knowsthat what 
ever may be the origin of his ailment, its ex- 
pression or development produces aches and 


pains. 

Pains and Aches may be classified 
brief y as those of the bones, the joints, the 
muscles and the nerves. They may be classi 
fied also as to their cause. 

Treatment.—Rub the parts affected 
thoroughly with St. Jacobs Oil. Appiy night 
end morning if necessary. Protect the body 


from draft and cold. : 
THE CHARLES A. VOGELER CO., Baltimore, Md. 
Canadian Depot: Toronto, Ont 
35 Cts. fora $2.00 Ring. 
bis ring is made of Two Heavy Plates 


€ SOLID 18 KARAT GOLD, over com- 
wesition metal, and is warranted to wear 












and retain its color for years, A written 
guaranteets sent with each ring, The reg 
ular price is $2, and itcannot be told from 


aregular $10 ring. To introduce our watches and jewelry, we will 
send the ring to any address, together with our wholesale c atalogue, 
with special terms to Agents, ¥ erchants, &c., on receipt of 35 cents 
torcash, Such a ring was never advertised before. Order im- 
mediately. (Send slip of r size of your finger.) Address 
SEARS & CO., 112. fonge St, Toronto, Canada. 



















Itis a certain and speedy cure for 
Cold in the Head and Catarrh in all its 
stages. 


SOOTHING, CLEANSING, 
HEALING. 


instant Relief, Permanent 
Cure, Failure Impossible. 


Many so-called diseases are ctmaly 
symptoms of Catarrh, such as head. 
ache, partial deafness, losing sense of 
smell, foul breath, banning and spit- 
ting, nausea, general feeling of de- 
bility, ete, If you are troubled with 
any of these or hindred symptoms, 
our have Catarrh, and should lose no 
ime In procuring a bottle of Nasan 
Baim. Be warned in time, neglected 
cold in head results in Catarrh, fol- 
lowed by consumptim and death. 
Nasat Bato is sold by all druggists 
or will be sent, post paid, on receipt of 
price (50 cents and $1.00) by 


FULFORD & CO, 
Brockville, Ont. 





too late. Your writing disp!ays self-reliance self-will, 
mirth. 


TaRaRa.—The story has not, I think, been issued in book 
form. Your writing exhibits truth, some carelessness, love 


generous, fun-loving, oc-asionally 
captious in temper, very cheerful and persevering. I am 


Onanos, — This writing indicates much freedom of 
thought, fair powers of endurance, conscientiousness and 
candor. You were not fortunate in disguising your hand- 


Laventxe Water.—Your story has been accepted with 
thanks. It appears in thisissue, I am very glad that you 
were satisfied with the character delineation regarding the 


2 The heavy 
3 Writing shows 
decision, contentment, warmth of temper, fair method and 


CiKox.—You are sincere, even-tempered, rather indeci- 
sive, merry and sensitive. Ido not know what you have 
read already. Write and tell me and I will advise you to 


Store Keeping Nowadays. 


Friend (noticing the confused heaps of goods 
of every description scattered promissuousls 
around the store)—Hello! what’s happened ¢ 
Been taking an inventory, had a fire, or are 
you going to move out ? 

Merchant—That shows how little you know 
—— by nap feeping. bw —_ merely been 

ng on a lady who dropped in for a paper 
of pins..-N. Y. Weekly. " oe 





i Washington’s Eyes, 

mall Boy—M 

ton blind! y amma, was General Washing- 
amma—Of co 

that ident course not. 
mall Boy—Nurse took me to th’ Old Ladies’ 

Home to-day. and showed 

kissed.—JN, %' Weekly. aoe Meee 


Where did you get 





et 


The latest issues in the ular Red L 
Series of select fiction are : "Mowing the Wind. 
i, Mrs, E. Lynn Linton; A Black Business, by 

awley Smart; Violet Vyvian, M. F. H., by 
May Crommelm and J. oray Brown; The 
Rival Princess, by Justin McCarthy and Mrs. 
Campbell Praed. ' All the best books are to be 
found in the Red Letter Series, for sale by book- 
sellers every where, 





—-— 


Matrimonial Item. 


‘* What's the matter here?” asked a stranger 
of a small boy, as he noticed a large wedding 
party coming out of a church on Fifth avenue. 

“ Nawthin’ but the tied goin’ out,” was the 
reply.—Texas Siftings. 





Somewhat Mouldy. 


Greene—Gibson is fond of ventilating his 
opinions, nt he? 
; Yhite—Yes, and the Lord knows mo 
em need it !—Munsey's Weekly. ait 





PISO’S CURE FOR 
CURES WHERE ALL ELSE FAILS. 


| Best Cough Syrup. Tastes good. Use 
| in time. Sold by druggists, . 


CONSUMPTION 


“FITS LIKE A GLOVE” 


THOMSON’S oe 
|. 








Glovesfitting 







| The Perfection of Shape, 
Finish and Durability. 


| Approvea by the whole 
polite world. 


| ANNUAL SALE OVER 
| ONE MILLION PAIRS 


To be had of all Dealers 
throuzhout the world. 


ee NINE FIRST MEDALS, 
. MANUFACTURERS : 
W. S. THOMSON & CO., Limited, LONDON 





LABATT’3 NEW BRAND 


ALE ALE ALE 


| _ Wehave on hand and fully matured a large supply of 
LABATTS EXTRA STOCK ALE in pints and quarte, 
which we cffer to the public and the trade at very close 
pr ces. 
This special brand is very old and of extra fine quality, 
brewed from best malt. E iglish and Bavarian hops used 
| in every brew, and is equal, if not superior, to any im- 
ported ales. Place your Xmas orders early and avoid dis- 
apoointment. See that every bottle is labelled LABATT'S 
EXTRA STOCK 
; Can be obtained from all Wine Merchants and at first- 
class hotels generally. 


Ask for Labatt'’s Extra Stoc 
| 


JAMES GOOD & CO. 


Sole Agents, Toronto 


| eee, 
| 
| 


EWELL & HOWELL 


RESTAURANT 





Coe | 


56, 58 and 60 Colborne Street 


TORONTO 


The Bar supplied with the Best 
Wines; the Table with every luxury. 
ip 5 ; 85 ies Cuiiniciins 
Eaton SQuARB, 
Loxpox, S. W. 
To Mr. S. W. Johnston: 


Dear Sin —The two bot- 
tles of Alaska Cream, which 
you forwarded to me per 
Ss. Sarnia, arrived quite 
s. safely two days ago. I can 
, get nothing lise it in Eng- 
« land for my hands. 

Yours faithfully, 

Cc. L. ROSS. 
Dec 19 h, ‘99. 


TRULY CALLED THE 





ee 
5a GREATEST 


MEDICINE 
tre WORLD 


Absolutely Guaranteed to Cure 


® The public invited to investigate —. Pamphlets, 
Testimonials and advice free. Call or address Waa. 
Radam Microbe Killer Co, Limited, 120 King 
Street West, Toronto, Ont., sole owners and manufacturers 
for the Dominion. Beware of impositions. See our Trade 
Mark. 








Dunn's 
d 


| LARGEST SALE IN CANADA 
THOUSANDS OF BOTTLES 





ee 
F r % i Cure I do not 
merely to stop for a time, and ther 


have them return 


ain. 1 MEAN ARADICAL CURE. I have made the disease of Fits, 


Epilepsy or Faliing Sickness a life-long study. I warrant my remedy to Cure she 


worst cases. Because others have failed is no reason for not now sens See 
for a treatise and a Free Bottle of my infallible Reme.iy. 


e 
Post Office. It costs you nothing for a trial, and it, will cure 


T ADELAIDE STREET, TORONTO. wT 


M.C., Branch Office, 136 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 








a NSERVATOpy 


FOURTH YEAR 


OVER 1,200 PUPILS LAST THREE YEARS 
pone New 100-page calender fer season 1890- 


ied free to any address. pee 
EDWARD FISHER, Mus'cal Director, 
Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 
Please mention this paper. 7 





TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC, Ltd. 


In affiliation with the University of Toronto. 


Thorough musical education in all branches. SPECIAL 


ADVANTAGES. F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director 


S H. CLARK 


ELOCUTIONIST 


Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 


PRIVATE PUPILS IN ELOCUTION 
68 Winchester Street 


Misses Eleanor and Fdith Rowland 


Pupils of Julius Eichberg, Director of Boston Conservatory 
are pre 


pared to give instruction on 


THE VIOLIN 


Particulars and terms at their residence. 
62 Cecil Street - . - 


RS. ANNIE WALDRON, Concert Solo 
Pianist, also Violinist (Solo pianist ‘‘ Agnes Thom- 
son” Concert Company’s tour.) For concert engagements 
and circular of English press criticiems address— 
3018 Berkeley Street, Toronto. 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of Organists, London, Eng., 
and Organist and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To- 
ronto, is prepared to give leseons in Organ and Piano play- 
ing, Singing, Harmony, &c. 
fie. Fairclough undertakes to prepare candidates for 
musical examinations. Address— 
TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC. 


V (LATE OF THE ROYAL 

A, le Conservatoire, Leipzig, 

Germany) Organist a oirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Plano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street. 


Lore . WATKINS 
303 Church Street 
Thorough instruction > jo Guitar, Mandolin and 
ither. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 


A. BLAKELEY 
- Organist Sherbourne street Methodist church, 
is prepared to receive pupils in 
ORGAN, PIANO AND THEORY 
ADDRESS, 46 PHOEBE STREET. 


SIGNOR ED. RUBINI 


FROM LONDON, ENGLAND. 

Signor Rubini has been for several years principal pro- 
fessor of singing at the London Academy, London, and has 
in former years been a pianoforte pupil of the world-re- 
nowned pianoforte virtuosi and Professors Moscheles and 
Thalberg, beg to announce that he has now open A 
Vocal and Pianoforte Academy at No, $2 ¢hurch 
Street, Torrente, for professional and amateur students. 





Pupils prepared for the stage, oratorio and concert hall, | 


Classes for ladies 


also finishing lessons in the pianoforte. 
Church 


and gentlemen. Terms moderate. Address 82 
Street, Toronto. 


R. W. EDGAR BUCK, Basso-Cantante 
Pupil of Manuel Garcia, London, Eng. Conductor 

** Toronto Vocal Society.” Voice Culture and Singing. In- 
struction for Oratorio, Opera and Concerts. 555 Church St. 





ALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 
8 Buchanan St., and Terente College of Music 


CANADIAN COLLEGE OF COM- 
MERCE. 

Incorporating Canadian Business University, Bengough’s 
Shorthand Institute, Warriner’s Courses of Higher Com- 
mercial Training. 

Most modern and thorough business course. 
shorthand schoo!. 800 graduates in good positions. 
rooms and location. 
in Dominion. 


Pioneer 
Finest 


NIGHT CLASSES 


In Bookkeeping, Penmanship, Arithmetic, Shorthand and 
Typewriting commence lst Monday in October 


sot. Yee cera} Bengough & Warriner 


LOWE'S COMMERCIAL ACADEMIES 


For Ladies and Gentlemen 





Over Nasmith’s). 


WESTERN SCHOOL — 278 Spadina Ave. | 


Geo. A. Lowe, Principal. 

Hundreds of my pupils now holding lucrative positions. 
Competent teachers in attendance day and evening. (No 
lady teachers.) 

SUBJECTS— 
eee, 
Shorthand (Pitman’s or Light Line) 
Typewriting (4 machines) 
Penmanship 

Above subjects taught thoroughly for $5. 
entire charge until competent. 

Puplis Assisted to Positions 


M ISS PLUMMER 
MODIST}P® 


57 GLOUOESTER STREET 


DRESSMAKING PARLORS 
Conducted by MESS PATON. 
Artistic and careful study is devoted to Evening Dresses 
and Bridal Trousseaux, also Traveling and Walking Cos- 
, Tennis and Holiday Suite, also Riding 


tumes. 

Habits, a Possessing favorable facilities for the 
prompt 

undoubted confidence of assuring 


entire 
ROOM—R. WALKER & SONS 


a : Pas ea, eheT oh. a Ses 





MMe a 040) -1 001 Be 


Toronto 


Toronto 


Most practical courses of inetruction | 


Fresh Arrivals 


We are better prepared than ever to sup- 


Everything Nice in Foot Wear 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


| SJ and 89 Ming 


CENTRAL SCHOCL—653 King Street East | 


THE VOICE 


Production, Development, Cultiva- 
tion and Style 


W. ELLIOT HASLAM 
SPECIALIST FOR VOICE CULTURE 


Gives lessons in Singing, and prepares professional pupils 
for Oratorio, Concert or Opera. 


Studie 143 Yonge Street, Toronto 
L. FORSTER 


J ° vo ala a Specialty ARTIST 


STUDIO 81 KING 8T. EAST 


HAMILTON MacCARTHY, R.C.A., 

SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- 
son monuments. Ladies’ and Children’s Portraits. Studio 
12 Lombard Street, Toronto. 


F W. MICKLETHWAITE 


PHOTOGRAPHER 
Cor. Jarvis and King Streets * = Teronte 


Spactattigs—Outdoor Views, Orayon Portraits. 
**THE BEST” 





UNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of aJl sizes: 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 





Bill of Fare care- 
and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
Quality, and the ALES cannot be 

HENRY MORGAN, etor. 


SY PERFLUOUS HAIR, MOLES, 

Warts, Birth Marks, and all facial blemishes perma- 
nently removed by electrolysis. DR. FOSTER, Electrician, 
Yorge Street Market, 391 Yonge Street. 


M®: THOMAS MOWBRAY 
Architectural Sculpto 
IN STONE AND WOOD ‘ 
S36 Yonge street Arcade 


HOMAS MOFFATT 
Fine Ordered Boots and Shoes 


‘A good fit guaranteed. Prices moderate. Strictly first-class. 


145 Yonge Street, Toronto 


McCAUSLAND & SON’S 
WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADE AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 





F, 4 SEFTON 
DENTIST 


172 Yonge Street, next door to. Simp- 
son’s Dry Goods Store 
SOMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 

Dr. Land’s Porcelain —— Orowns and Sections. 
Also Continuous Gum Sets. operations known to 
modern dentistry 
CHAS. P. LENNOX 
Yonge Street Arcade 
Telephone 1846 


2 ee es 
WITHOUT A PLATE 


Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 
extraction. Telephone 1476 
Cc. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Room B 











| Corner College and Yonge Streets 


Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 
F. G. CALLEN DER 
DENTIST 
Has removed from 12 Carlton Street to 


349 YONGE S/TREET 
(Over D. L. Thompson’s Pharmacy) 


You Dirty Boy! 


The best for the Complexion. 


A ‘*balm for the Skin.” 


The most economical; it wears to thinness of a wafer. 

















ply our Customers with 


For the spring trade. Call and 


see us. 


Street East 
Terento 


PICKLES’ 


Made to Order Shoes 


Always gives full satisfaction, as does his 


num | REPAIRING WORK 


His Enlarged and Refitted Store is at the old number 


: No.328 Yonge Street 





Spring Goods 


TO HAND 


Winter Goods 


y attention to Mourning orders, we have | Closing Out at Olose Cost Prices 


| Boots 


Shoes WM. WEST & C0, 
Rubbers 246 Yonge St. 


OUy, 





The Home Savings & Loan Co.(Limited) 


OFFICE No. 78 CHURCH 8T., TORONTO. 
Deposits received, large and small sums. Interest at 


current rates allowed. 


James Mason, 


Hon. Frank Smiru, 
Manager 


President. 





J. YOUNG 


LEADING UNDERTA £ 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 


THE 


— 


THE 


3} 


WORLD 


$600.00 


int 


Pe 


eh. 


For information apply to 


W. R. CALLAWAY 


DiIsTRICT PASSENGER AGENT 
118 King Street West, Toronto 





170 King Street West - 


—_— 





AND 


- SPECTACLES - 
Accurately fitted. First quality lenses. Opera and Field 
a Thermom &o. 

J, FOSTER, 13 King Street Weat 


White Enamel Letters 


FOR WINDOWS 


Caesar Bros.’ Patent. 
Th mo conspicucas and durable letter in the market. 


Not affected by light and frost. 


Conadian Whit Enamel Sign Co 


4 Adelaide Street West, Toronto 
A cents wanted fn every City and Town in Dominion. 


Rasy and Other Chairs 


Drawing and Dining-Rooms Suites, 


Parlor, Office, Study and 
Other Furniture 


These are manufactured ant on ane dianteh te 
of home and 2 of business. e 
’ 


design, 
WELLINGTON STOTT 


alla 
vling hee lta, Come. peasy ! 
ng him ** Come, pussy ! come, pussy!” 
For a time after he is settled, and we J 
hope to use him for their own purposes, they 
stroke him and say, “‘Good pussy! nice pussy!” 
And after they tire of him they say, “ Scat!” 


useful to e@ who are m 
forget ey Weekly. 


-: NEW MUSIC --: 


Reverie Musicale Valse’ 
By J. C. Swallow...... Price 50c 


Move On Polka 
By Chas. Bohner........ Price 40 


Field Flowers Waltz 
By M, A. Weped....... Price 50c 





Eve jece agem. Ask your dealer 
for them or order direct from 
the publishers 


WHALEY, ROYCE &CO. 
MUSIC DEALERS 
158Yonge Street, Toronto. 


DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING 


The most stylish designs for the coming season, at 
moderate prices. 


MRS A. JAMES 


153 Richmond Street . » +» fToronte 
Between York and Simcoe Streets. 


THE SCHOOL OF CUTTING 


Teaching our New Tailor 

Pad System of Dress and Mantle 
. , Cutting for ladies’ and chil- 
dren’s garments. Per 

satisfaction assured. 


DRESSMAKING 


Our art. Perfection in Fi 

Fashion and Finish. Speci 

attention to Costumes and 
Mantle making. 


LLINERY 


Leading styles. Well as- 
sorted winter stock at reduced 


pr ces. 
J &A.CARTER 
372 Yonge St..cor.Walton 











Established 1 


Toronto 
CORSETS MADE TO ORDER 
Satisfaction Guaranteed. 


Dress Cutting Taught 
Magic Scale Agency 


MISS CHUBB 
426} Yonge St., Just South of College 





GRATEFUL—COMFORTING 


EPPSS. COCOA 


BREAKEAST 


“By athorough knowledge of the natural laws which 
govern the operations of digestion and nutrition, and by a 
careful application of the fine properties of weill-celected 
Cocoa, Mr. Eppes has provided our breakfast tables with a 
prereny | flavored beverage which may save us many heavy 
doctors’ bilis. Itis by the judicious use of such articles 
cf diet that a constitution may be gradually built up until 
strong enough to resist every tendency to disease. un- 
dreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready to 
attack wherever there is a weak point. We may escape 
many 4 fatal shaft by keeping curselves well fortified with 

—— and a properly nourished frame.”—Civil Service 
‘azette, 

Made simply with boiling water or milk. Sold only in 

packets, by Grocers, labelled thus: 


JAMES EPPS & CO., 
Homeopathic Chemists, London, Ergland, 


Finest Perfumes 


AND 


Sachet Powders 


N GREAT VARIETY 


IN BULK AND BOTTLE 


NEIL C. LOVE & CO. 


Chemists and Perfumers 
166 Yonge St. - Toronto, Ont. 
HOMCOPATHIC PHARMACY 


394 Yonge Street, Toronte 
Keeps in stock Pure Hon wopatbic Medicines, in Tinctures. 
Dilutions, and Pellets. Pure Sugar cf Milk Globules. 
Books and Family Medicine Cases from $1 to #12. Orders 
for Medicines and ,PBocks Mg atterded to. Send for 
Pamphlet. D. L. THOMPSON, Pha:macitst. 


DEAFNESS 


ITS CAUSES AND CURE 


Scientifically treated by an aurist of world-wide re uta- 
tion. Deafness eradicated and entirely cured, of from 20 
to 30 years’ standing, after all other treatments have 
failed. How the difficulty is reached and the cause re- 
moved, fully explained in circulars, with : ffi‘avits and t. s- 
timonials of cures from prominent peorle, mailed free. 


Dr. A. FONTAINE, 34 West 14th St, N. ¥, 


RAND NATIONAL 
Hack and Cou 
Stables, 108 Mutual St. 
Handsonie tur: oute 
with careful drivers 
any time day or night. 


f Telephone 2104 
ar i-Uemey Arthur M. Bowman. 
: Gal Proprietor 








The Marriage Idiot. 


James Payn writes: The reason why ‘ mar- 
riage is losing its popularity and beginning to 
die out” is, it seems—if we are to believe a 
writer in a well-known social review—because 
of the progress of Culture. ‘This creates, 
emphasises, and sensitivises individuality, and 
becomes the Per of a critical fastidious- 
ness "—but of nothing else. In other words, 
the egotistic idiot thus described seems to 
have just sense enough to see .the advisability 
of not perpetuating his species. As “‘he can 
only set store upon a companion who is cap- 
able of appreciating fresh and spontaneous 
thought,” his area of matrimonial choice is 
limited, and he does not marry. Let us thank 
Heaven for that, whatever be his reason, 
though the idea of freshness and spontameity 
being associated with a prig of this kind is 
humorous indeed. Heis not even a self-made 
man ; he is made out of materials stolen from 
other people, and is at best but a species of 
tailor-made Guy Fawkes. We are told “he 
pines for a luminous sympathy,” by which, 
perhaps, is meant the fireworks, What pos- 
sible effect he can have on the matrimonial 
question at large it is difficult to understand, 
since there are surely only a very few of such 
creatures, 





The Unhappy Pastor. 


A ter, who has “been there” and knows 
ut it, says that many churches treat a 
When they are 


ile all 





and away he must to fresh fields and pas- 
tures new.—JN, Y. Examiner. 
Uses of Society. 


Maiden—It seems to me postety fe useful only 


to people who want to get married, 


ron-- You mistake, mydear. It is equally 
arried and want to. 
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tly toBed Early to Rise 

nd -yourbuisiness tell no lies 
your debts and Advertize 
riouSUndervests of Suitable size 
>§ most modetatenot otherwise 


Fouwant tobeWealthy Healthy: Wise 
yonHealthBrandUndervests 


Social and Personal. 


(Continued from Page Two.) 
G. Elgie, Miss Capon, Mr. and Mrs. J. R. 
Baker, Mr. W. H. P. Weston, Miss Ranney, 
Mr, and Mrs, W. C. Hasket, Mr. and Mrs. J. 
W. Sparrow, Miss Katie Sparrow, Mr. and 
Mra. L. G. Foster, Mr. A. H, Mason, Miss 
Graham of Owen Sound, Mr. D. B. Jacques, 
Miss Brown, Mr. J. D. Kelly, Miss Yeomans, 
Mr. R. B. Elgie, Miss Robertson, Mr. and Mrs, 
MeMurrich, Mr. A. E. and Miss Bell, Mr. 
E. G. Hachborn, Mr. and Mrs. Symington, 
Mr. J. M. and Mrs. Skaith, Mr. and Mrs. 


D, A. Pender, Mr. Lou McBrien, Mr. 
H. C. Sheveard, Mr. Sherlock-Hubbard, 
Miss Hubbard, Mr. and Mrs. Arthur 


Cox, Mr. Harry York, Miss C. M. Allen, 
Mr. and Mrs, G. A. Bingham, Mr. T. 
Foy, .Miss Florrie E, Bright, Mr. and Mrs, 
Clougher, Dr. and Mrs. King, and the Misses 
King, Mr. and Mrs. James J. Higman, Miss 
Higman, Mr. and Mrs. Boon, Mr. Will St. 
Croix, Miss Peters, Mr. F. W. Heath, Mr. and 
Mrs. William Stone, Miss Vansickle of Barrie, 
Mr, F. and Miss C. Strowger, Mr. James and 
Miss G. Jephcott, Mr. and Mrs. Alwyn Byron, 
Mr. L. N. Vanstone, Miss Burns, Mr. John 
Kay, Mr. R. J. and Miss Anderson, Mr. and 
Mrs. A, J. O'Malley, Mr. R. A. Shutt, Miss 
Piddington, Mr. W. G. and Miss Ellis, Mr. 
and Mrs. F. B. Robins, Miss Robins, Mr. and 
Mrs, W. R. Hoar, Mr. Kirk L. Perry, Miss 
Davidson, Miss Pearsoll, Mr. G. F, Anderson, 
Mr.-G. W. Stewart, Miss B. Wynn, Mr. D. B. 
Ward, Miss M. Wynn, Miss B. Colby, Mr. W. 
E. and Miss Brownjohn, Mr. James Litster, 
Miss Lewis, Mr. and Mrs, John A. Dignum, 
Mr. W. C. Smith, Mr. W. Lawson, Miss Forest 
of Markham, Mr. A. G, Malcolm, Mr. Harry 
McCuaig, Mr. Harry Kitson, Mr. S.E. Cunning- 
ham, Miss L, Claxton, Mr. F. J. Campbell, Dr. 
and Mrs. W. C. Young, Mr. W. Bizzell, Miss 
G. Wynp, Mr. John Pearson, Mr, W. S. Ziller, 
Mr. R. Holmes, Miss Gussie McEachren, Mr. 
and Mra. Hanbury Finch, Mr. W. H. Leeson, 
Miss M. A. Platts, Miss McGregor, Mr. and 
Mrs. H. L. Clark, Mr. George Marshall, Mr. 
Thomas W. Copp, Miss Robertson, Mr. R. W. 
McClain, Mr. J. Applegath, Miss Jackman, 
the Misses Barley, Mr. J. Massie, Miss Ella 
Scrimger, Mr. John F. Gray, Miss M. Platts, 
Mr. Seymour Corley, Miss Stanbury, Mr. F. J. 
and Miss Whatmough, Mr. and Mrs, R. G. 
Murdock, Mr. J. E. McClung, Mr. Fred 
Thomas, Miss M. Stuart. Miss Seymour 
of St. Cathariges, Miss N. Spence. 
e 


Mrs, Beckitt, who has been the guest of her 
father and mother at Chesnut Park, has re- 


turned to her home in Quebec, 
ca 


Mr, J. G. Carter Troop will, on February 17, 
deliver a lecture in St, George’s church school- 
house on Lord Beaconsfield. 

* 


Mr. F. P. Birley'’s male employees presented 
him the other day witha gold headed cane. 
The gift was to mark their esteem, and to 
commemorate the tenth year of his proprietor- 
ship. 


* 
Mrs. Charles Millar of Brantford is the guest 
of her mother, Mrs, Walker, on College street. 
* 


Mr, Ernest McConkey has just returned from 
‘California, where he has been traveling for the 
past two months for his health. 

o 


ED 


On Friday of last week a pretty wedding took 
place at Sherbourne street Methodist church, 
when Myra, the only daughter of Rev. E. A. 
Stafford, the pastor, was married to Mr. Arthur 
R, Thompson, The bride wore a graceful gown 
of white faille, with feather trimmings. Her 
bridesmaid, Miss Ryckman, and a tiny maid of 
honor, Miss Gladys Thompson, were garbed in 
yellow, and two little pages in Fauntleroy 
suits were also in attendance. A reception 
was held in the church parlors, and Mr. and 
Mrs. Thompson received the warm congratule- 
tions of their numerous friends. 


e 
The Maritana Club will hold their second 
annual At Home in Webb's Parlors, on Feb- 


ruary 27. 
* 


A very successful At Home was held on 
Tuesday evening last by the Young People’s 
Association of the Church of the Redeemer, in 
‘the school house of the church. A very large 
audience was present. Rev. Mr. Jones, Rev. 
Mr. Kuhring, Mrs, Garritt, Miss Wright, Miss 
Dick, Miss Symons, Miss Kleiser, Mr. Chis- 
holm, Mr. Barber, Mr, Stewart, and an octette 
from the Osgoode Hall Glee Club, contributed 
to a very excellent programme. 





Choosing a Trade. 

Modern Girl—Father, I long to be independ- 
ent—to reply upon my own exertions for sup- 
port. What trade or profession would you 
recommend ¢ 

Wise Father—First-class cooks make five 
thousand dollars a year. 

Modern Girl—I don’t like cooking. It’s too 
feminine,—N. Y. Weekly. 


He had a Bill. 

First Swell—Here comes Lunncut, the tailor. 

He looks as if he intended to 8 

Second Swell (nervously)—Let’s turn into 

this side street and hide in some alley-way. I 

—I don't like to associate with people in trade. 
a . Weekly. 


to us, 








~~ » | 
Cast your Eyes 
BS 9 
BY EVERY LEADINGDRY GOODS 
wd THE DOMINION, 


STORE 





S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


7 A thing of beauty is a joy for- 

ever.” ’Tis so with the Cam- 
bric Embroideries that have gone 
into stock this week. Ready money 
and long experience enables us to 
go direct to the manufacturers in 
Switzerland. This means much---to 
you. All the advantage of the im- 
mense variety of headquarters The 
newest styles -all the latest wrinkles. 
The gain of buying direct. You 


catch on. 

10 centa is our price to you for a leading line of 
Embroideries. A Toronto wholesale would mark 
such goods 15 cents. Or for 5 cents you get a 
really unique pattern. Tke retailer who would 
pay 10 cents for the like, what must he charge you. 

“ Boltonian.” The name means 
much in Ladies and Misses’ Vests. 
The correct thing every way. High- 
neck, ribbed arms; high neck, short 
sleeves You will have your own 
ideas about these matters We 
please you anyway. 

Think of these goods, and then 
note 70 cents for such stock, in say 
long sleeves. 

You know that selling goods by 
mail is a great feature of our busi- 
ness. You get samples for the ask- 
ing. You can order anything needed. 


R. SIMPSON 


174, 176, 178 Yonge St., and 1 and 3 Queen 
St. West, Toronto 


AMERICAN 
FAIR 


534 Yonge Street, Toronto 


TELEPHO :E 2033 


February Bargains--Curling Tongs, 
7¢ ; Eddy’s Matches, 9c a box; 60 ft. 
Clothes Lines, 10c; 25¢ Sleighs for 
16c, and 75¢e Sleighs for 34¢ ; 10,000 
Sponges from ic each up to 35c, worth 
from 5e to $1. Cur Wooden Room is 
very attractive at our prices. Rattler 
Zine Wash Board, 10c; Tubs, 55e, 
69e and 84¢ for the three sizes. Self- 
wringing Mops, 40c, worth 75¢. Come 


and see. 
W. H. BENTLEY 


The Carleton Opera Company. 

That there is an uncommon interest in the 
engagement of W.T. Carleton’s Opera Com- 
pany at the Grand Opera House next week is 
conclusively shown 2 the sale of seats. This 
is not surprising to the observant, who have 
always seen meritorious attractions properly 
supported, and it evinces already that the fine 
artistic work of the Carleton company on its 
former visits is remem and a repetition of 
of it is expected with confidence. Mr. Carle- 
ton, it is reported, is in better voice than he 
has been in for several years past, and has in the 
three operas he will give here, his three favorite 
roles in comic and romantic opera, He has 
sung the role of Marquis Soon which he 
created at the orig: production of the opera 
at the New York ino seven years ago, over 
three usand times. The manatee his 
company were especial or re- 
8 Five voles th these three operas, while the 
chores is, of course, still that characteristic 
Carleton chorus—as one vast instrument 
upon by master hands. Nanon will be given 
on Monday and Wednesday matinee, The 

uéen’s Lace Handkerchief will be 

uesday and Wednesday evenings, and Claude 
Duval on Thursday, ay, Saturday and 
Saturday matinee, 


Old Parkrich—Should I let you have my 
donghier, do you think you are able to keep 


her 
Young Man (doubtfully)}—I'll do all I can, 
sir; but you know this is —WN. Y. Sun. 






















‘lion to 


Ladies, don’t miss 


this Bankrupt Sale of 
Millinery Coods now 


going on at 


THE BON MARCHE 





MONSTER ATTRACTION! [22,2 == 


SALE NOW GOING ON 
AT THE BON MARCHE 








Ladies, don't miss a 


come at once and select 
First Choice at 


THE BON MARCHE 


A BANKRUPT STOCK OF MILLINERY GOODS 
Portion of the Estate of Wm. McKenzie, Yonge St. 


TREMENDOUS BARGAINS 
Ladies’ Trimmed — 


Hats and Bonnets 





Feathers, Flowers 
Ribbons, Laces 
Parasols, Umbrellas 
Gloves and Hosiery 


 eaneeea 








IN THE FOLLOWING GOODS 


Dress Silks and Satins 
Fine Silk Velvets 
Elegant Mantle Velvets 
Lovely Silk Plushes 
Rich Mantle Plushes 


z- New Checks in Double Fold Spring Suitings 
Ladies’ Waterproof and Heptonette Cloaks, &c.qugp 


~All of which will be sold at great sacrifice, as this BANKRUPT STOCK OF MILLINERY GOODS mus: 
be CLEARED OUT BEFORE MAKING our Grand Alterat ons. 











Ladies’ Umbrellas, 
Gent’s Umbrellas, in 
great variety at aston- 
ishing prices, now sell- 
ing at 


THE BON MARCHE 











Kor First Choice Come at Onee ! 
SALE NOW GOING ON 


7 and 9 King Street East 


William McKenzie’s 
Bankrupt Stock of Mil- 
linery Goods now sell- 


ing at 
THE BON MARCHE 











THE MECHANICAL SUPERIORITY 


OF THE 


MASON & RISCH PIANOS 


Of necessity deals with technical terms, with which few except experts are familiar. 
What the public mainly base their verdict upon is results. The question is—In 
what does the complete instrument excel? Briefly then, in 


Touch, Tone and Durability 


These instruments possess a pure, rich, sonorous quality of tone throughout. The 
treble and tenor is liquid, brilliant and melodious, the bass deep, clear and rich ; 
while the touch is delicate, prompt and elastic, 

Are you interested in Pianos—either as a connoisseur or as a prospective buyer? 
Do us the favor to test our instrument thoroughly before selecting. 


LET MERIT TELL THE STORY 
MASON & RISCH *2itcine’s. "West" 


32 King St. West 








GRAND wets HAMMOND’S FURS 


Wednesday and Saturday Matinees 


At and Below Cost 





_The Operatic Event of the Season 


W. T. Carlton's ort’, 


Presenting a repertoire of the latest 


OPERA COMIQUE SUCCESSES 


NANON 





The very best quality of furs 
at prices that may not be quoted 
again for years, as furs are 
— becoming more ¢xpen- 
sive. 


Monday Evening 
and 
Wednesday Matinee 





Tuesday and §=6r 1 The Queen’s Lace 
Weistvenings| Handkerchief 





Thursday, Friday aud 
Saturday Evenings 


csaurday evenings CLAUDE DUVAL 


An Excellent Company and Strong Chorus. The Mos 
Complete Organization Traveling. 


No advance in prices. Box plan now open. 


FAMOUS BOY SOPRANO 


MASTER FREDERICK WILLIAMS 


WESTMINSTER 
ABBEY 


By permission of the Vicar Choral, supported by a large 
company of artiste. 


February 17,18 & 19 
AUDITORIUM (Shattesbury Hall) 


50c.—Reserved seats to Main Floor and Baloony. 
25c.—General admission to Gallery. 
Plans at Nordheimers. 











129 Yonge Street - 
LYON’S 
PHOTOGRAPHIC STUDIO 


Just completed and now open to the public. 


Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Sts. 


Built expressly for the purpose. Heated by steam. 
Elegant waiting and reception rooms All modern con- 
veniences. High class work a specialty. Prices moderate. 


PROF. DAVIS’ 
Academy of Dancing 


(No branch academy) 
102 Wilton Ave. 
S2ad Year. 16,000 Pupils. 

Classes for Ladies, Gentle- 


men, Misses and Masters. Pri- 
vate lessons by appointment. 


Member of the National Asso- 

ciation of Teachers of Danc- 

ing of the United States and 
Canada. 








First Grand Concert of the Season | 


BY THE 


HEINTZMAN BAND| 


Under the direction of i, RESCUES L. CLARKE, | 
in the 








a . HIS NEW ROUND DANCE 

Pavilion, Thur:day Evening, Feb. 19} THE WALTZ MINUET 
has been received with astounding favor in society circles 
ACSISTED BY at Toronto, Ottawa, the principal cities and towns of the 
Mrs. FRANK MACKELC an, Usmrm- . United States, and even in England. Music (a charming 
Mies MINNIE GAYLORD, , of Lincoln, Neb. | set of Waltzes) for piano Dance fully explained. Free by 
Mr, E. W. SCHUCH, tone. mail on receipt of pri 0. four copies for $2. 

Mr. REIMER, Tenor. 


ice, 600. _ Core 
Address PROF. JNO. F DAVIS, 102 Wilton Ave., Toronto. 
Mr. W. E. RAMSAY, Humoriet. | ——————_—-—-——_— — —— 


slag February on™ 117 King Sweet West on | The Toronto Philharmonie Society 


Monday, February 16, 
Have pleasure in announving the special engagement of 


CHARLES SANTLEY 


Of London, Eng., the Premier Baritone of the World, for 
their two concests, APRIL 6 and 7, 


Mendelssohn's Oratorio ELIJAH, Massenett’s Cantata 
EVE, and Misceilaneous Selections. 


‘ Hamilton, and 





A Crushed Husband. 


Heiress—And you are sure you are marrying 
me for myself alone? 

Binks—Can you t 

smrete wealth counts nothing to you? 

inks— A Grand Musical Festival 

Heiress—Then we can be all in all to each |  gursoription lists now o ordhei Maso 
other. I have just given the whole of my mil- | pisoh’s, Suckling’s, Gourtan, Winter & Cant, ~ 
the Home for per of Music. Tickete only $2 each. Sub- 


Toronto Coll 
Whither Binks was h | coribere will have firet choice of reserved seate. 





In our Bankrupt Stock of 
$18,700 from Montreal we 
have an immense assortment 
of Boys’ and Children’s Cloth- 
ing. This stock was bought 
for the fall and winter busi- 
ness, and comprises the finest 
grades made for the Montreal 
Trade. 
be cleared before March 1, 


Tke entire stock must 


and has been marked at 


prices that will insure them 
going before then 

Mothers will do well to see 
our stock before purchasing 


elsewhere. 


219 and 221 Yonge Street 
Cor. Shuter Street 


Fathers = = 


and 
= = Mothers 


We are now showing the finest 
line of Boys and Youths’ ready- 
made clothing, suitable for Holiday 
presents. 

Bring the boy along and we will 
show something that will please you 


both. 
T. K. ROGERS 
522 Queer St. West ____ TORONTO 
GERMAN. FRENCH. SPANISH 


THE INGRES-COUTELLIER SCHOOL 


OF MODERN LANGUAGES 


NATURAL MEIHOD BY NATIVE TEACHERS 
TORONTO: MONTREAL: 
Canada Life Building. Nordheimer Block, 
207 St James St. 


DIFFERENT BRANCHES: 
Ortawa, Ont. 


John, N. B. 
Halifax, N. 8. Me. 
Winnipeg, Man. Me. 
Brantford, Ont. Yarmouth, N. 8. 
Kingston, Ont. And other cities. 

Office and Recitation Rooms in the CANADA LIFE 
BUILDING. At the next French literature course, Tues- 
day, Jan 27, 8 o'clock, Prof. George Coutellier will 
talk about : Cid de Corneille. 


Admission—For pupils of the school, 400.; for non- 
UD, 
JAMES PAPE 
FLORAL ARTIST 


78 Yonge Street, Toronte 
Three doors north of King Street. 
py tor Weddings and Evening Parties. Funeral 
on the shortest not!oe. 





















Out of Town. 


HAMILTON, 


The Grand Opera House presented a ver 
gay appearance on Friday evening of last wee 
with its festoons of flags and flowers inter- 
mingled with many artistic shades of bunting, 
the occasion be the Bachelors’ ball, the 
first one given in three years, and although a 
long time has passed everyone had visions of 
former balls given under the same auspices 
and knew that they would be sure to havea 
charming time. The stewards were Messrs. 
Burns, Dewar, Gates, Gausby, Harvey, Hobson, 
J. W. Hendrie, W. Hendrie, jr., R. H. Labatt, 
M. Young, jr. The patronesses were Mrs. 
Bruce, Mrs, Findlay, Mrs. Hobson, Mrs. 
Hendrie, Mrs. Leggat, Mrs. Lottridge, Mrs. F. 
Mackelcan, Mrs, Parker, Mrs. Ridley and Mrs. 
Roach. A word must be said for the secretary, 
who performed his difficult task in a manner 
that delighted everyone. The gowns were all 
beautiful, and among the many dancers I 
noticed Mre. Barwick of Toronto, in grey silk 
with feather trimmings of the same shade; Mrs. 
F. Mackelcan in apple green silk with pink and 

en brocade, caught up with pink rosebuds; 

rs. Osborne of Brantford wore cream silk 
with gold ; Mrs. Hendrie, sage green brocade 
with black feathers; Miss A. Hendrie, yellow 
and pale blue silk with forget-me-nots in hair; 
Mrs. Thomson, pale pink silk with olive green 
velvet; Miss Dewar, white brocade with gold 
and white gauze; Miss A. Dewar, pink and 
gold gauze; Mrs. MacCuaig of Woodstock, yel- 
low crepe de chine; Mrs. Shelton Fuller of 
Woodstock, white silk with lace and feather 
trimming; Miss Pattullo of Woodstock, nile 
green silk ; Mrs. Skinner, wbite brocade ; Miss 
Leggat, pink silk and tulle; Miss Roach, nile 
green crepe; Miss Bella Roach, white and sil- 
ver crepe de chine; Miss Crompton of Brant- 
ford, mauve crepe and silk; Miss Dunlop, 
cream silk; Miss Coldham, gray and silver ; 
Miss Sinclair, white; Mrs. Billings, pink vel 
vet with crimson; Miss Billings, black lace; 
Mrs. Burton, black net and gray silk; Mrs. 
Leggat, amethyst velvet; Mrs. P. D. Crerar, 
black lace; Miss Ridley, black net ; Miss Gart- 
shore, buttercup tulle with buttercups; Miss 
Walker, buttercup silk; Miss Sybil Seymour 
of Toronto, white silk and yellow; Miss Vio- 
let Seymour of Toronto, pale blue silk; Miss 
Spratt, mauve silk and gold; Miss Bruce, 
pale pink silk ; Miss May Walker, 
rose silk with beaded passementerie ; 
Mrs. Robert Morris, eau de nil, with violets 
and mauve ribbons ; Miss Carpenter, in mauve 
crepe ; Miss MacGiverin, black lace and jet; 
Miss Saunders of Guelph, white ; Mrs. Wanzer, 
black lace and steel trimmings; Miss E. Wat- 


son, white silk and tulle; Miss Briggs, white ; | 


Miss A. Hobson, yellow satin; Miss Totten of 
Woodstock, eau de nil tulle. 


Mrs. Hendrie gave a delightful tea the day cof 


the bail, to her many friends. 


Mrs, aeons Woodstock is the guest of | 
i 


Mrs. Clinch, Robinson street. 


Mrs. Bruce gave a charming dinner on Tues- 


day evening. 


Tne Misses Seymour of Toronto are the | 


guests of Mrs. Bruce of Duke street.4 


Miss Walker of Toronto is the guest of Mrs. 


Osborne of Herkimer street. 


Mrs. Pattullo of Woodstock is the guest of | 


Mrs, Frank Mackelcan. 


1 

Among the many male visitors at the ball | 
were Messrs. Kortright and MacCarthy of Bar- | 
rie, Messrs. Matthews, Montizambert, Mor | 
rison, Wyatt, Michie, Douglas, Small | 


and MacGiverin of Toronto, Messrs. 


Hardy, Gould, Kitmaster, Thomson of Brant- | 


ford, Messre. Dumoulin and Barnard of Wood- 
stock and Messrs. Perkins and Whitney of 
Rochester. 

Miss Wood of Millbrook is the guest of Miss 
Bell of Hannah street. 

Senator Sanford has returned from England. 

Miss Minnie Wood of James street south 

ave adelightful luncheon on Wednesday of 

ast week. 

Mrs. Hope entertained a few friends at 
dinner on Friday of last week. 

Among the amiltonians present at the 
Yatch Club Ball in Toronto were Mr. and Mrs, 
Frank Mackelcan, Mr. and Mrs. William Ram- 
say, Miss A. Hendrie, Miss Sinclair, Miss 
Martin, Messrs. Ricketts and Osborne. 

Mrs. Leggat entertained friends to dinner on 
Tuesday evening. 

Miss Madeline Bell gave a charming tea on 
Thursday of last week in honor of her guest 
Miss Woods. 

Miss Coldham of Toledo has left for Wood- 
stock, after spending a few weeks here. 

Mrs. Harvey gave a charming dinner on 
Thursday evening. 

Prof. Baumanns concert in Association Hal) 
was a success in every Sense of the word, the 
artists being Mrs. Caldwell and Miss Alex- 
ander of Toronto and Mr. George Fox, violinist. 
The hall was crowded to the doors. Mrs 
Caldwell who was even a greater favorite 
then ever, sang her numbers with 
her usual sweetness and wonderful exe- 
cution which has made he: Canada’s star. 
Miss Alexander has not appeared here often 
and I think most of the audience had not had 
the pleasure of listening to her before, and she 
fairly won the hearts of all present with her 
charming recitations, especially the Royal 
Bowman. Mr. Fox is well known and nothinz 
need be said except he a in excellent 
style, as he always does, rof Baumann is to 
be congratulated on bringing us such exquisite 
talent. 

Mrs. Caldwell was the guest of Mra. A. 
Woolverton of James street. 

Miss Alexander visited Mrs. Aldous. 

Mrs, George Hamilton has left on a few 
weeks’ visit to Washington and New pus. 

YLVIA, 
i oO 


Our readers who are afflicted with deafness 
should not fail to write to Dr. A. Fontaine, 34 
West 14th street. New York City. for his cir- 
culars giving affidavits and testimonials of 
wonderful cures from prominent people. The 
doctor is an aurist of world-wide reputation. 
See his advertisement elsewhere. 


Some Objections, 
“T envy peer husband's jolly way. He is 
always laughing,” said Mrs. Binks. 
* Well, it has its drawbacks,” returned the 
other. ‘“‘John laughs so much I can’t keep 
buttons on his vests.’— Harper's Bazar. 


MEDICAL, 


D®: SPILSBURY has removed to 210 

Huron S:reet, first door north of College Specialist 
— Diseases of Throat, Nose and Ear. Office hours—8 to 11 
a.m., and 2 to 4 p.m. 


R. YOUNG, L.R.C.P., London, Eng. 
Physician and Surgeon 
Residence 145 Cellege Avenue. Hours }2 till 

3 p.m., and sundays. Telephone 34099. 
Office 26 McCaul Street. Hours 9 till 11 a.m, and 
7+ 9 p.m. Telephone 1685. 
D®. EMILY H. STOWE, 119 CHU.CH 
Street. 


Consultation 1 to 5 p.m. In Therapeutics, Electricity 

and Masnage a specialty. Telephone 934. p 

ONH B. HALL, M.D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HON@OPATHIST J 


Spec a ties— Diseases of Children and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


 ARTAGE LICENSES. 
HENRY C. FORTIER 
ISSUER OF MARRIAGE LICENSES 
__ Office 16 Victoria Street. Evenings, 57 Murray Street. 
GAMUEL J. REEVES, Isauer of Mar- 
601 Queen Street West, between Port- 


(and and atharet Streets Open from 8 a.m. te 10 p.m. 
268 Bathuret Street. 


JOSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 


4 King Street Ears, 
Evenings at residence, (61 Church Street. 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


J. & 


GOLDEN LION 


CLOTHING 


OVERCOATS in nice medium 

uM weight in Meltons, or Worsteds 

iW in Brown, Gray, Drab and Blue. 
GREAT VALUE. 


GENT’S SUITS eiher in 
Tweed or Worsted, very stylish, 
beautifully made and trimmed. 
VERY LOW IN PRICE. 


Pagan 
‘ oO OTT gas 


Double Breasted Navy Serge 
Suits require no overcoat. Very 
desirable at this season. 


ZL a 
KALLE GGG 


ZZ 


kde 


Zu 


>——. 


<LLZDD 


Quality and make of all gar- 
ments guaranteed. 


‘WALKERS SONS 


33, 35 and 87 King Street East and 18 to 24 Colborne Street 


G*°- EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street OA K I A | | 


_ and 146 Carlton Street 


<< 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 

GIBB3—At 24 Bernard avenue, Toronto, on February 4, 
Mrs. Fred. W. Gibbs—a son. 

LESTER—At Toronto, on February 7, Mrs. W. H. Lester 
—a son. 

BRENNAN—At Toronto, on February 6, Mrs. James 
Brennan—a daughter. 

CASTLE—At Toronto, on February 4, Mrs. George 
Castle—a daughter. 

GALLAGHER—At Toronto, on February 6, Mrs. R S. 
Gallagher—a son. 

HUYCKE—at Cobourg, on February 6, Mrs. Edward C. 
8S. Huycke—a son. 


UR 


LYN D—At Parkdale, on February 4, Mrs. Adam M. Lynd 
—a daughter. 
BOULTER—At Toronto, on February 7, Mrs. J. H. 
Boulter—a daughter. 
ena ee | ese on February 7, Mrs W. H. 
unsford—a son—stillborn. marv = 
COULON—At Bowmanville, Oot., February 6, Mrs. Emile Isa el. The diversity of style ‘ 


Coulton—s daughter. yy ee eee range of fabrics, beaucy of design and 
‘208 a superiority of workmanship must be 
seen to be appreciated. For the holi- 


Davidson—a son. 


Marriages. 
s H AMILTON— WOODRUFF At St. George's Church, st. | 4@Y Season we Offer exceptional bar- 
atharines, on Thursday, February 5, by Rev. R, Ker, Boys’ 
George A. Hamilton, fourth son of William Hamilton, gains in ys’ Suits and Overcoats. 
superintendent Toronto Water Works, to Helen Woodruff, 
youngest deughter of the late R. Woodruff, Eeq, of St. 
Catharines. 
BARNES—McNEIL—At Providence, R 1, on January 
31, Theodore S Barnes to Maude C. McNeil of Toronto. 
PLUMMER—SIMPSON—At Sault Ste. Marie, Harry 
Oe ee ee Simpson. 
—STA RD—At Toronto, on February 6, ) 
Arthur R. Thompson to My ra Stafford. 115, 117, 119, 121 King St. East 
KITTERMASTER—DOUGALL—At Windsor, Ont., on 
February 4, William Anthony Kittermaster to Florence 
Dougall. Toronto 
FERRIER—GIBBS—At Ottawa, Arthur Grant Ferrier of 
meesrees te Leah Caroline Gibbs. W. RU 
t ATTIE—MACKIN—At Toronto, on February 7, Her- ° TH © : Ma 
bert A. Beattie to Jennie Mackin. F SERERTORD 3°. 2. Sane 


Deaths. 
FRANKS—At Thorold, on February 2, Arthur Edwin 
Franks, aged 24 years. 
FREEWMAN—At Toronto, on February 10, Sarah M. Free- 
man. 
LAMBE—At York Mills, on February 8, Mrs. Alfred B. 
Lambe, aged 37 years. 
MoGEE—At Toronto, on February 9, Mre Rebeo a Mo- 
Gee, aged 66 years. 
MIDFORD—At Toronto, on February 9, F. M. Midford. 
BENNESS—At Mimico, on February 6, Mre. Agnes Hodg- ee ear 
son Benness, aged 71 years. | , y j 
BOYLE-—At foronto, on February 7, Edward Boyle, SE: rae R 7 
aged 79 years , & 
FORBES— At Hespeler, on February 6, James H. Forbes, H 
aged 32 years. s - — ae) 
LEAYCRAFI—At Ontario, Southern California, on | 61 Ming Street East, opposite Toronte Street 
February 7, Harold Geddes Leaycraft, aged 27 years. 


KING—At Toronto, on Feb: 7, y T. King, ed 
yaaa a ee ee SEND TO 


BRO WNING—At Markham, Ont., on February 6, Clara 


E. Browvi og. 
DICKSON— At Toronto, on February 2, Hugh C. Dick- ’ 
son, aged 17 years. 


HARDING—At Manchester, Eog., on January 14, Mre. 
Mary Elizsbeth Harding, aged 84 years. 

DR4PER—At Listowel, on February 6, George Draper, For ESTIMATES ror 
aged 65 years. 

WELLS—At Simcoe, on February 6, Mrs. Ruth Vasbinder ° 
Welle, aged 80 years. 7 Di nners 

BOULTER—At Toronto, infant daughter of J. H. Boulter. 


ee At Homes 
DENTISTRY. | Wedd i n gs 


G L. BALL, DENTIST Banquets 
. Honor Graduate of Session '83 and ‘84. 


14 Gerrard Street East, Toronto. Tel. 2266 Ball Su ppers 
DF: FRED J. CAPON, Dentist Receptions, etc. 


i? Cariten Street 
L.D.S., Toronto (Gold Medal); D.D.S., Philadelphia; 
M.D.8., New York. ee 


W™. MILLS, L.D.S., D.D.S , Dentist EVERY MINUTLA 


North Cor. Yonge and Albert Streets. Entrance 4 Albert 
Street, Toronto. 


D®: J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 66-68 and 447 Yonge St., Toronto 


325 College Street 





Telephone 2278. r 1 
R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon YAY AND EVENIN ; 
Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. O. D. 9. i Ahh lteter bladder taba 


Office—N. E. wor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto, 
Te AS —— | TORONTO SCHOOL OF TELEGRAPH 


° DENTIST I62: Kin 
346 Yonge St.; entrance, No. 1 Elm #8. Tel. No. 2064. 


J. LUGSDIN 


Fashionable Furriers 


Short Sealskin Jackets 
Long Sealskin Coats 
Sealskin Dolmans 


Fur-lined Overcoats 
Fur-lined Cireulars 
Seal and Persian Lamb Capes 


FUR GLOVES, FUR MATS, ROBES, Etc. 
J. & J. LUGSDIN 


Manufacturers - - 101 Yonge Street 


A full line of the leading English and American Silk and Felt 
Hats always instock. A large consignment of Lincoln & Bennett's 
celebrated London Hats just arrived. Our new Illustrated Cata- 
logue just out. Call or send for one. TELEPHONE 2575 


MacLEAN & MITCHELL 
THE GREATEST 


Bargains 
mo 


OFFER 


THE GRANDEST 
THE BIGGEST 


Ever Offered, Previous to Re- 
delling Their Premises 


Alterations begin February 1. Mantles clearing at half price. $10 
Ulsters selling for $6. A similar cut on ever Jacket in stock. 


Millinery at Your Own Price 


Trimmed Millinery does not improve with lime dust, so that must go 


regardless of cost. 


Dress Goods, Prints, Ginghams, Cottons, etc., at wholesale prices. 


MacLEAN & MITCHELL, 240 and 242 Yonge Street 


The Alliance Bond and Investment Company — 


OF ONTARIO (Limited) 


HEAD OFFICES 


ae ee ee Boys’ Chit Department 27 and 29 Wellington Street East, Toronto 


Publie Assignees, Trustees and 
Administrators 


MANUFAOTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


The oldest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Their thirty-six 
years’ record the best 
guarantee of the ex- 
cellence of their in- 
struments. 


Our written guaran- 
tee for five years ac- 
companies each Piano 


Illustrated Catalogue: 
free on application. 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 
COAL 


FROM THE 


ONTARIO COAL CO. } 


GENERAL OFFI 


CE: Esplznade, Foot of Church € treet, 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East, Queen: 


Street West and Subway, Corr.er Bathurst Street and C. P. R’y 





